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ADVERTISEMENT. 

rr^HE  following   Poems  appearing  in    Print 
-A-     through  the  liberality  of  the    PubHc,  the 
Author  deems  it  her  indifpcafable  duty  to  return 
her  moft  grateful  thanks  to  every  individual  who 
has  contributed  to  their  appearance.     It  may  be 
proper  to  obferve,  that  fome  of  the  Pieces  being 
perfonal  or  local,  can  be  intereiting  to  thofe  only 
who  are  acquainted  with  particular  circumilances 
and  fituations.     The  greater  part  are  on  general 
fubjefts,    and  were  defigned  by  the  writer  to  de- 
fcribe  the  advantages  refulting  from  reclitude  of 
manners ;  to  imprefs  on  others  the  convi6lion  pro- 
duced in  her  own  heart  of  the  inftability  of  human 
happinefsj  and  to  dircft  the  mind  to  what  ought 
to  be  the  chief  objecl  of  its  attention,  the  hope  of 
attaining  a  ftate,    "  where  the  wicked  ceafe  from 
"  troubling,   and  the  \veary  are  at  reft." 
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POEMS,         &c. 


TO        THE 

SUPREME        BEING. 

HOU  Pow'r  Omnipotent,  fupremely  jufl ; 
Parent  of  Nature,  never  failing  truft  ! 
Incline  thine  ear,  and  gracioufly  impart, 
Thy  holy  diftates  to  direft  my  heart : 
Enlighten'd  by  the  rays  of  holy  writ. 
Implicit  I  obey,  and  meek  fubmit ; 
From  clear  conviftion,  that  thy  wife  decrees. 
Are  minifters  of  good  and  future  eafe. 
Thy  providential  care  fupplies  our  need  ; 
What  Pow'r  but  thee,  could  form,  proted,  and  feed  ? 
Diflfufive  bleffmgs,  Virtue,  Peace,  and  Health, 
Are  far  fuperior  to  fuperfluous  weakh  : 

B  Wealth, 
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Wealth,  ^vhich  vain  mortals  feek,  to  (liun  difgrace, 

Afcribd  to  Poverty's  neglefled  race. 

Creator  infinite  !  thy  works  proclaim, 

In  gratulations  high,  thy  glorious  Name  ! 

The  Sun's  bright  orb,  and  Moon's  reflefted  light. 

And  Planetary  fyftem  charm  tjie  fight : 

The  feather'd  choir,    in  fweet  harmonic  lays. 

Join  in  full  chorus  to  refound  thy  praife  : 

Each  Bcafl,  and  Infeft,  all  that  breathe  or  move. 

Excite  our  ^vonder,  and  the  Godhead  prove. 

The  various  Elements,  and  glowing  Mine, 

With  Vegetation  fair,    are  gifts  divine. 

The  Seafons  as  they  change,  with  grace  appear. 

And  form  the  beauties   of  the  folar  year. 

Eternal  Source  !  thefe  blefiTrngs  I  explore, 

Tliy  love  paternal,  zealoufly  adore  ; 

Infpire  my  heart  with  gratitude  fincere, 

Perfeft  obedience,  reverential  fear  ! 

Can  Man,    thy  laft  and  nobleft  work,  refufe 

The  tribute  of  applaufe,  thy  gifts  abufe  ? 

Endow'd 
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Endow'd  with  pow'rs  to  fit  him  for  the  fkies, 
Tho'  mortal  in  his  nature,    form'd  to  rife  ; 
But  yet  deprav'd,   degen'rate,  weak,  and  vain, 
Prone  to  tranfgrefs,  and  reftitude  difdain  ; 
He  needs  correftion,  and  provokes  thine  ire, 
Then  wifhes  to  efcape  the  vengeful  fire ; 
Miftakes  the  means,  nor  fees  th'  important  end. 
Embraces  foes,  and  fpurns  his  faithful  friend. 
Fetter'd  by  Sin,  of  Innocence  bereft. 
What  hope  of  pardon,   could  he  then  have  left? 
Yet  thou  in  mercy,  and  tranfcendent  love. 
Sent  his  Redeemer  from  the  realms  above. 
Lord,  what  is  Man,  that  thou  in  pity  gave. 
Thy  only  Son,  his  forfeit  foul  to  fave  ! 
All  Die  in  Adam,  yet  in  Chrifl  all  Live  ; 
And  for  his  fake,  our  flagrant  fins  forgive  ! 
Accept  his  ranfom,  to  redeem  our  lofs. 
His  precepts  we  revere,  and  bear  his  crofs ; 
In  him  alone  we  trufl  to  plead  our  caufe. 
As  vile  tranfgreffors  of  thy  facred  laws ! 

B  2  Father 


C     4     ] 

rather  of  Light !  Jehovah  !  Holy  King  J 

To  whom  th'  angeUc  hoft  enrapture!  fing, 

To  thy  Omnipotence,  let  incenfe  rife. 

From  Earth  thy  footflool,  to  thy  Throne  the  Skies  I 


ODE    TO    CONTENTMENT. 


H 


.AIL,  fweet  Contentment,  calm  Repofe  ! 
The  balm  of  comfort  fhcd. 
Oh  !  let  me  not  complain   of  woes, 
By  thy  kind  guidance  led  ! 

To  thee  CompafTion  is  allied. 

Revengeful  hope  unknown ; 
As  thou  a  ftranger  art  to  Pride, 

From  thee  is  Difcord  flown. 


The' 
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Tho'  plain  and  humble  be  my  lotj 
Yet  grant  me  flrength  of  mind  ; 

So  fhall  I  find,  tho'  in  a  Cot, 
Pleafures  the  mofl  refin'd. 

With  pity  fhall  behold  the  great. 
While  no  rude  cares  moleft ; 

Nor  fond  defire  for  ufelefs  flate, 
Diflurb  my  tranquil  breaft. 

In  filent  glen,  in  hollow  cave. 

And  Hermit's  lonely  cell. 
Where  winding  ftreams  delight  to  lave. 

Reflection  deigns  to  dwell. 

Far  from  the  buftling  fcenes  of  Life, 

I  wifh  in  peace  to  reft  ; 
Remov'd  from  vanity  and  ftrife, 

In  calm  retirement  bleft. 


To 
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To  me  in  gorgon   terrors  clad. 
Appear  the  rafli  and  bold  ; 

The  vain,  the  wealthy,   and  the  bad. 
Who  thirfl  for  nought  but  gold. 

With  horror  fuch  delights  behold. 
As  deck  the  feftive  fcene  ; 

Tho'  young,  am  prematurely  old. 
Collected,  grave,  ferene. 

To  thee.  Contentment,  thus  I  bend. 
With  meek  and  humble  heart ; 

In  pity  to  my  pray'r  attend, 
And  lend  thy  Toothing  art  ? 


To 
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To   Lady    CHARLOTTE    FINCH. 


A. 


.CCEPT  thy  portrait  from  a  grateful  Mufe  ! 
The  ftriking  likenefs,  gracioufly  perufe  ; 
In  every  trait,  the  true  refemblance  find. 
Of  thofe  bright  virtues  which  adorn  thy  mind : 
Infpir'd  with  grace,  the  vivid  colours  glow 
With  ftrong  exprefTion,  from  the  fource  they  flow. 
Nature  to  thee,  beneficent  and  kind. 
Gave  thee  a  heart,  to  reftitude  inclin'd  ; 
"With  due  refinement,  and  exalted  worth. 
Implanted  graces  fuited  to  thy  birth  ; 
Nobly  defcended,  yet  averfe  to  pride  ; 
Reafon  thy  monitor,  and  conftant  guide  ; 
Form'd  to  inftruft,    in  ev'ry  art  well  taught. 
Thy  life  a  leffon,  with  improvement  fraught. 
In  times  like  ihcfe,  alas !  but  few  we  find, 
Endued  with  talents  to  expand  the  mind  : 


'Tis 
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Tls  not  enough  to  fow  Celeftial  feeds. 
The  talk  as  needful  to  deftroy  fell  weeds ; 
'Tis  not  enough  to  cultivate  fair  flow'rs, 
And  deck  the  mind  like  Flora's  fading  bow'rs. 
Virtue  requires  the  more  fubflantial  fruit. 
Which  as  efTential  fliould  take  deepefl  root. 
The  moderns  think  not  thus;  their  whole  defire, 
To  gain  the  ornaments  that  Fools  admire  : 
External  fliew,  the  badge  which  Folly  wears, 
Is  hence  tranfmitted  to  her  num'rous  heirs. 
Lux'ry  and  Vice,  in  friendly  bands  allied. 
With  their  concomitants,  Revenge  and  Pride, 
Would  find  their  efforts  vain  to  wound  our  peace. 
If  lukewarm  teachers  did  their  zeal  encreafe  ; 
Direft  the  minds  entrufttxl  to  their  charge. 
To  views  exalted,  which  the  Soul  enlarge. 
Will  not  the  human  heart  imprcffions  gain. 
And  long,  like  ^vax,  thofe  images  retain  ? 
Which  proves  th'  importance  to  extend  the  plan 
Be\'ond  the  limits  of  an  earthly  fpan. 


If 
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If  gentle  manners,  blended  with  fair  truth. 
Are  requifite  to  form  the  minds  of  youth ; 
Iffenfe  fuperior,  join'd  with  modeft  grace. 
Should  (hine  diftinguilh'd  in  the  royal  race  ; 
'Tis  thine  to  execute  the  great  defign. 
And  pour  inftru6lion  on  th'  illuftrious  line. 
Oh  may  the  Plants,  rear'd  by  thy  fofl'ring  care, 
yield  fb-ongefl;  evidence,  thy  worth  declare : 
In  them  refleaed,  may  thy  Virtue's  (hine, 
THEIRS  the  advantage,  but  the  honour  THINE ! 


The 
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The  following  Poem  is  defigned  to  exprefs  the  fanguine 
hopes  of  a  Perfon  launching  into  Life ;  to  which  are 
oppofed  the  different  fentiments  occafioned  by  long 
intercourfe  with  the  World  ;  exemplified  in  the 
charaders  of 

DAMON    AND    THYRSI  S. 


T    H    Y    R    S    I    S. 

X^EHOLD,   my  Damon,  this  enchanting  fcene. 
The  Sun  refplendent,  and  the  Sky  ferene ! 
Why  then  art  thou  fo  penfive,  when  thy  flate 
Is  crown'd  with  bleffings,  which  content  create  ? 
Why  doll  thou  mourn,  when  happinefs  is  near  ? 
And  why,  when  fafe,  art  thou  opprefs'd  with  fear  ? 
Be  thou  elated,  nor  rejeft  the  joy. 
Which  time  will  leffen,  or  perhaps  deflroy  ! 


Oh 
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Oh!  deign  to  liften  to  my  Delia's  praife, 
Pour'd  forth  by  me  in  unaffefted  lays. 
In  Delia's  form  unfpotted  grace  we  find  ; 
Her  beauteous  face  the  index  of  her  mind. 
Proclaims  whate'er  of  excellence  is  known. 
Which  in  her  charms  immaculate  are  (hown. 
"When  bright  Aurora's  beams  their  pow'r  difplay. 
Sweet  harbinger  of  light,  and  dawning  day. 
My  Delia  watchful  eyes  her  fleecy  care. 
Which,  like  herfelf,  are  innocent  and  fair. 
Ah,  happy  flock,   I  envy  ye  your  guide : 
Grant  me  the  joy,  or  yet  at  leafl  divide ! 

DAMON. 

Averfe  to  difputation,   I  difclaim 
The  force  of  weak  and  unavailing  fame ; 
Yet  true  to  friendfliip,  will  maintain  the  pari. 
Which  reafon  fliould  preferve  in  ev'ry  heart. 
Oh !   let  me  warn  thee  with  attentive  care. 
Of  the  fell  danger,  which  creates  defpair  ^ 

C  ^  Yet 
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Yet  feldom  feen  of  felt,  'till  'tis  too  late, 

To  fliun  the  danger,  or  avert  the  fate. 

My  Phillida  appear'd  the  faireft  Maid, 

But  by  her  fallacy  my  peace  betray 'd; 

Others  there  are  I  fear  of  equal  art, 

Who  have  the  pow'r  to  pleafe,  yet  wound  the  heart. 

Still  love  thy  Delia ;  but  yet  bear  in  mind, 

She  may  poffefs  the  frailties  of  her  kind  : 

Afcribe  not  then  to  her  a  pow'r  divine. 

Her  origin  and  birth,  the  fame  as  thine  \ 

THYRSI    S. 

Not  e'en  thy  eloquence  can  clearly  prove, 
That  forrow  will  attend  on  conftant  love  : 
If  Delia  would  but  deign  to  fmile  on  me. 
From  its  dominion,  I  fliould  then  be  free. 
Ye  painted  meadows,  and  yc  murm'ring  rills ! 
Ye  gentle  zephyrs,  and  ye  lofty  hills  ! 
Without  my  Delia  ye  no  pleafures  give, 
for  'tis  in  her,  fuperior  beauties  live. 


The 
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The  flow'rs  of  Eden  bloom  in  Delia's  mind. 
With  moral  reftitude,  and  grace  combin'd  ; 
The  grave  Philofopher  mufl  feel  her  dart. 
And  e'en  my  Damon  fortify  his  heart ; 
Or  yield  himfelf  a  viftim  to  her  pow'r, 
Tho'  far  retir'd  in  Wifdom's  facred  bow'r ! 

DAMON. 

A  fecond  love  !  my  foul  abhors  the  name. 
Vile  proflitution  of  the  facred  flame  ! 
Alien  to  Love,  I  trace  th'  hifloric  page. 
Review  the  paft,  and  read  the  prefent  age. 
In  Nature's  works,  what  leffons  we  are  taught,. 
"Which  feem  fuperior  to  our  finite  thought : 
The  more  we  read,  the  more  our  feelings  glow 
To  feek  the  caufe  from  whence  fuch  bleffings  flow, 

T    H    Y    R    S    I    S. 

But  thou,  my  Damon,  art  advanc'd  in  years, 
Far  in  the  vale  of  life,  joy  difappears. 


The 
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The  young  advent'rer  in  the  bufy  fcene, 

Expefts  his  blofToms  to  be  ever  green ; 

Yet  by  experience,  finds  them  foon  decay, 

And  bloom  and  wither  in  a  ti-anfient  day. 

Tho'  fome  are  falfe,  maft  we  conclude  from  thence. 

That  none  are  faithful,  but  in  vain  pretence  ? 

Let's  hope  in  charity  to  human  kind. 

Many  there  are,  immaculate  in  mind. 

The  flatt'ring  hopes  our  prefent  views  difpenfe, 

Confifl  in  Love,   Benevolence,  and  Senfe. 

DAMON. 

Alas,  my  Thyrfis,  fliort  and  vain's  the  date. 
Of  human  happinefs,  prefcrib'd  by  Fate ; 
Our  views  are  boundlefs,  circumfcrib'd  our  gains ; 
By  Hope  we  are  elated,  fcourg'd  by  pains  : 
Life  is  the  pafTage,  and  the  troubled  fea. 
Which  leads  us  to  the  Port,  where  all  is  free, 

T  H  Y  R  S  I  S. 
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T    H  V    R    S    I    S. 

Ah  \  where  is  Virtue,  where  is  merit  found  ? 
Say,  Happinefs,  art  thou  an  empty  found  ? 

DAMON. 

Hope  leads  us  on,  thro'  Life's  progreffive  ftage. 
Our  truft  in  youth,  maturity,  and  age  ; 
In  prefent  evils,  points  to  future  joy. 
And  guides  us  to  purfuits,  which  ne'er  can  cloy,. 
Abftrafted  from  the  World,  the  fcene  appears 
A  Chaos  of  diftrafting  hopes,  and  fears  ; 
Each  object  feems  perverted  from  its  end, 
Inclin'd  beneath  its  cares  to  tamely  bend. 
Yielding  to  follies,  Reafon  mufl;  oppofe  ; 
Impatient  when  opprefs'd  by  poignant  woes ; 
Averfe  to  chaftifements,  defigij'd  by  God, 
But  forely  lafli'd  by  Folly's  galling  rod. 


FrojTi 
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From  thefe  purfuits,  my  Thirfis  be  thou  free, 
Warn'd  by  th'  experience  dearly  bought  by  me : 
Let  all  thy  aflions  fpeak  a  faithful  heart. 
An  ufeful  lefTon  to  the  World  impart : 
Let  univerfal  Love,  and  Peace  prevail. 
And  holy  confidence^  which  ne'er  can  fail. 


ODE. 

J.  H  E  Garden's  fweet,  luxuriant  grace.  -• 

Proclaims  our  Maker's  pow'r; 
His  Wifdom  we  can  clearly  trace 
Inev'ryHerb  and  Flow'r. 

The  modefl  Lily,  fragrant  Rofe, 

And  Plants  of  varied  dye  ; 
Our  frail  mortality  difclofe, 

To  each  obferving  eye. 

In 
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In  thefe,  vain  man,  behold  thy  flate, 
The  pride  of  Life  furvey  ; 

See  the  fad  image  of  thy  fate. 
To  bloom,  and  then  decay. 

In  Spring  thy  under  blofloms  fhoot. 
In  Summer  gain  their  height ; 

IJnlefs  the  branches,  and  the  root. 
Receive  a  fatal  blight. 

Or  fhould'ft  thou  reach  Autumnal  prime 
In  Reafon's  llrength  mature. 

Old  Age,  the  Winter  of  thy  tim«,. 
Thy  exit  will  enfure. 

Yet  what  avails  the  awful  gloom. 
Which  fun'ral  rites  difplay  ? 

"We  rife  triumphant  from  the  Tomb, 
To  fcenes  of  endlefs  day. 


I>  Why 
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Why  then  art  thou,  fo  fond  of  Life  ? 

Why  fo  averfe  to  death? 
We  vanquifli  mifery  and  flrife. 

When  we  refign  our  breath. 

Virtue  alone  refills  the  pow'r. 
And  foils  the  pointed  dart ; 

She  triumphs  in  the  mortal  hour, 
Rejoic'd  from  Life  to  part ; 

In  conq'ring  Death,  defies  the  Grave,. 

An  happier  flate  explores  ; 
Seeks  the  Redeemer,  who  can  fave,. 

And  God,  whom  fhe  adores. 


An 
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An     essay      on     PRIDE. 

JL  RIDE  was  not  made  for  Man,"  a  maxim  fage  ? 
No  more  was  malice,  infolence,  or  rage. 
Humility  beft  fuits  his  fallen  Hate, 
And  all  the  virtues,  which  on  her  await. 
Meeknefs,  complacency,  good  fenfe  refin'dj 
Adorn  and  elevate  the  human  mind. 
Say,  mighty  boafler  !  what  is  thy  pretence  ? 
Superior  birth  ?  religion  ?  fterling  fenfe  ? 
Of  beauty  art  thou  vain  ?  of  wealth?  or  pow°r? 
Alas  !  they  prove  but  pageants  of  an  hour. 
If  of  the  Chriflian's  faith  thou  bear'ft  the  form. 
And  combats  with  affliction's  beating  ftorm ; 
How  inconfiftent  with  our  Saviour's  word 
Is  human  Pride  ?  prefumptuous  and  abfurd  I 
-How  oft  a  glitt'ring  ftar  adorns  the  breaft. 
Which  guilty  horrors  have  depriv'd  of  reft ; 

■^  2  Hereditary 
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Hereditary  honours  too  are  found. 

No  mark  oF  worth,  but  an  unmeaning  found, 

BeRow'd  on  merit  to  exalt  the  race ; 

A  Father's  glory  Sons  too  oft  efface. 

What  revolutions,  wealth,  and  greatnefs  feel. 

By  the  vicilTitudes  of  Fortune's  wheel ! 

Some  like  the  Sun  refplendent  feem  to  rife. 

Yet  fudden  fet,  and  vanidi  from  our  eyes. 

As  ever  changing  is  this  fleeting  flate. 

Where  thofe  who  loweft  feem'd,  are  high  and  great. 

How  oft  the  affluent  robb'd  of  plenty's  ftore. 

Are  clothed  in  rags,  who  gayeft  trappings  wore ! 

From  hence  vain  Man,  correft  and  know  thyfelf ; 

Learn  the  true  eflimate  of  pow'r  or  pelf; 

Difdain  vain  Pride,  as  thy  invet'rate  foe. 

From  which  great  evils,  in  fucceffion  flow. 

Hence  mifcreant  Pride  !  whate'er  thy  vain  difguife. 

In  femblance  of  the  great,  the  rich,  or  wife  i 

Tho'  cloth'd  in  purple,  or  in  royal  veft. 

To  truth  and  virtue,  thou  dofl  ftand  confeft. 

A  Chriflian's 
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A  Chriflian's  lively  faith  fubverts  the  plan, 
Which  thou  hafl  form'd  to  operate  on  Man ; 
From  thy  allurements  let  us  flrive  from  hence. 
To  guard  our  hearts  with  godlike  innocence ; 
Preferve  a  Confcience  to  tranfmit  repofe. 
And  teach  fubmiflion,  when  opprefs'd  with  woes ; 
When  thou,  fell  Pride  !  and  all  thy  fervile  train^ 
Shall  be  confign'd  to  everlafling  pain. 
From  thy  dominion,  may  I  e'er  be  free,. 
In  ev'ry  form,  refemblance,  and  degree  ; 
Contemn  thy  pow'r,  and  ever  in  my  mind, . 
Of  all  thy  diftates,  jufl  abhorrence  find  I 


An 
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An         elegy. 


A 


H  ^v hither  art  thou  fled,  companion  dear? 
To  what  fequefter'd  vale  doft  bend  thy  way  ? 
Will  the  deep  figh,  or  Friendfhip's  pearly  tear. 
Excite  thy  pity,  or  protraQ:  thy  flay  ? 

Thefe  artlefs  lays  imperfeftly  exprefs 

The  tender  bodings  of  an  heart  fincere ; 

But  ill  can  paint  the  feelings  of  diflrefs, 

Or  fpeak  the  anguifh  of  awaken'd  fear. 

In  fearch  of  Happinefs,  fay,  dofl  thou  roam. 

And  diflant  realms  in  quefl  of  Peace  explore  ? 

Alas  my  friend !  fhe  is  but  found  at  home. 

Our  mind's  the  manfions  of  her  boundlefs  flore. 


Or 
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Or  doll  thou  take  a  wild  excurfive  flight. 

On  pleafure's  airy  wings  extend  thy  way  ? 

Delufive  are  her  charms  of  falfe  delight. 
No  longer  then  in  her  dominion  flay. 

Return  to  Reafon's  ever-blooming  bow'rs. 

And  confecrate  to  God  the  hours  of  prime  ; 

Exert  thy  faculties,  and  mental  pow'rs, 

Whofe  limits  far  exceed  the  bounds  of  Time*. 

With  gentle  Pity  let  thy  mind  o'erflow. 

In  univerfal  love  to  human  kind  ; 
Thy  bofom  once  inclin'd  to  melt,  and  glow,' 

Will  feel  the  tranfports  of  an  heart  refin'd. 

Contemn  the  diftates  of  malignant  Pride, 

Seek  the  great  bleflTmg  of  falubrious  health  i 

Let  reftlefs  care  and  vanity  fubfide, 

And  fhun  the  evils  which  attend  on  wealth. 


Let 
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Let  emulous  Ambition,  fire  thy  bread. 
And  filial  duty  be  thy  conflant  care ; 

May  firm  integrity  remain  thy  gueft. 

To  free  thee  from  the  pangs  of  fell  defpair. 

Converted  from  the  path  which  leads  frail  youth 
Far  from  the  precinfls  of  thy  holy  way. 

Alone  be  guided  by  the  word  of  truth. 

Which  will  conduct  thee  to  the  realms  of  Day, 


A  N 
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An   invocation   to  SLEEP. 


WRITTEN   IN   SICKNESS. 


XN  vain,  fweet  Sleep  !  I  fupplicate  thine  aid. 
Image  of  Death,  in  mildeft  form  array 'd  ; 
Oh  !  grant  thy  heaHng  grace  and  foothing  pow'r. 
May  balmy  bleffings  on  my  fenfes  fliow'r. 
Rack'd  on  the  Wheel  of  Fancy,  Reafon  dies, 
And  Hope,  fufpended,  feems  a  dubious  prize. 
But  art  thou  ftill  inflexible,  fevere. 
Deaf  to  complaint,  and  blind  to  Virtue's  tear? 
Oh !  deign  to  Ilrengthen,  and  in  quiet  keep, 
My  various  faculties,  fweet  gentle  Sleep  ; 
That  not  exhaufled,  but  refrefn'd  they  prove, 
To  thee  their  gratitude,  and  ardent  love  ; 

E  By 
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By  thee  enabled,  trials  to  fuftain. 

And  e'en  fupport  depreflions  weighty  chain. 

Shadow  of  things  to  come,  fair  temp'ral  peace, 

Earneft  of  blifs,  and  joys  which  ne'er  can  ceafe, 

Reflexion's  friend,  the  nurfe  of  calm  delight. 

Still  with  thy  prefence  blefs  my  weary  fight-. 

Renew  thy  early  gifts,  nor  yet  refufe. 

This  invocation,  from  an  humble  Mufe ; 

To  pleaded  reafon,   lend  a  gracious  ear, 

So  fhalt  thou  foon  her  loudeft  plaudits  hear ! 


To 
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T  o     M  I  s  s     WEST. 

OUPPOSE  me  free  from  pining  care. 
With  head,  and  heart,  quite  debonnaire  ; 
Or  riding  in  a  Vis-a-Vis, 
Difcourfing  with  a  Belle  Efprit ; 
Or  walking  in  St.  James's  Park, 
With  fome  gay  meteor  of  a  fpark. 
Who  talks  of  what  he  does  not  know ; 
A  mixture  of  conceit  and  fliow ; 
Or  wielding  of  the  Critic's  rod, 
Difpenfing  favours  with  a  nod ; 
Or  grown,  perhaps,  an  amorofo, 
A  Dulcinea  del  Tobofo ; 
Or  deep  immers'd  in  pains  and  (ludy, 
Tho'  I  am  flill  fo  thick  and  muddy  ; 
Grant  that  this  vifion  were  moll  true. 
In  ev'ry  ftate  the  fame  to  you. 

E  2  Tho* 
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Tho'  doom'cl  thro'  various  fcenes  to  range, 

My  love  to  thee  will  never  change. 

Apollo  fhould  infpire  my  lyre. 

And  raife  my  notes  a  little  high'r, 

To  fing  thy  praife  ;  his  own  bright  choice. 

Who  hail'd  thee  with  approving  voice  ; 

Bade  thee  prefide  beneath  the  fky, 

A  paragon  of  harmony ; 

The  St.  Cecilia  of  our  ifle. 

On  whom  the  Loves,  and  Graces  fmile. 

Take  this  Melange,  nor  (harp,  or  fweet, 

Would  for  thy  tafte  it  were  more  meet ; 

High  feafon'd  with  true  attic  fait. 

For  infipidity's  a  fault 

Which  fenfe  and  learning  cannot  bear ; 

Tho'  I  confefs  my  bill  of  fare. 

Nor  can  I  interlard  with  wit. 

Or  offer  one  delicious  bit. 

Friendfhip,  like  hunger,   will  excufe 

The  frailties  of  the  Cook,  or  Mufe  ; 


Receive 
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Receive  an  EfTay,  or  a  Meal, 
With  grace  from  thofe  who  love  reveal. 
On  this  I  truft,  and   truly  wifh. 
You  to  receive  my  homely  Dilh  ; 
"Which  plac'd  upon  your  friendly  board. 
With  eafe  and  plenty  ever  ftor'd. 
Will  there  its  due  acceptance  find, 
As  thou  art  to  my  failings  blind. 
It  is  alas !  a  ftrange  compound 
Of  incongruity  and  found  ; 
Yet  fure  in  this  -we  muft  agree, 
'Tis  an  Epitome of  me. 


■f 


REFLECTIONS 
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REFLECTIONS     on     LIFE, 

And  the  Expe6lations  of  a  Future  State. 

X  HE  ftorms  and  tempefts,  burfling  o'er  my  head, 
O'erwlielm  my  heart  with  diffidence  and  dread. 
Where  will  my  forrows  end  ?  when  ceafe  for  ever  ? 
Not  'till  from  Earth,  and  all  its  cares  I  fever  ; 
Not  till  I  reach  the  happinefs  defign'd. 
For  future  ages,  holy,  unconfin'd. 
Oh  glorious  expc6lation,  fixed  as  fate. 
Let  thy  bright  profpeft  ev'ry  grief  abate  ! 
In  thofe  bleft;  manfions  forrows  ne'er  invade. 
The  joys  eternal,  which  can  never  fade. 
There  calm  content  fucceeds  corroding  fear. 
From  ev'ry  cheek  is  wip'd  the  pearly  tear. 
What  is  this  (late  of  pageantry  below  ? 
A  golden  toy,  compos'd  of  outward  fliow. 

What 
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What  are  the  Puppets,  bufy  on  the  flage 

Of  Life's  vafl:  Theatre,  from  age  to  age  ? 

How  ill  too  oft  they  aft  their  diff'rent  parts^ 

And  fall  and  rife,  by  defpicable  arts. 

Thofe  who  have  talents,  oft  pervert  their  end. 

By  proving  traitors  to  their  bofom  friend  ; 

Aftions  excentric  are  the  faults  alfign'd 

To  minds  exalted,  and  of  tafle  refin'd, 

O'erleap  the  bounds  prefcrib'd  by  common  fenfe, 

Whofe  cautious  precepts  prove  a  weak  defence ; 

Their  dazzling  qualities  obfcure  the  fight 

Of  meaner  optics  by  fuperior  light. 

What  human  Eye  can  bear  the  Sun's  bright  rays? 

Or  on  its  glory,  with  attention  gaze? 

Yet  it  can  view  the  Moon's  lefs  radiant  beams ; 

Moft  things  are  better  in  their  lead  extremes. 

The  proud  Philofopher,  I  hear  exclaim, 

"  What,  no  regard  for  Wifdom,  and  for  Fame  ? 

*'  For  Science,  which  can  fearch  great  Nature's  laws, 

"  Trace  the  effeft,  to  the  efficient  Caufe  ? 

"  Can 
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"  Can  depth  of  learning  be  by  auglit  outdone? 
«'  Doll  thou  prefer  pale  Cynthia  to  the  Sun  ?" 
Peace,  my  good  friend  !  I  all  diftinftions  hate. 
Which  fcientific  boafters  vain  create. 
May  I  to  fterling  worth  be  never  blind, 
Tho'  cloth'd  in  rags,  and  wholly  unrefin'd. 
Wheree'er  I  find,  a  fpark  divine  exprefs'd. 
With  glowing  ardour  in  the  human  breaft. 
There  will  I  refl  the  anchor  of  my  hope, 
T'  enjoy  fair  friendfhip  in  its  greateft  fcope. 
The  great  Creator  wifely  does  difpenfe. 
To  all  his  Creatures  different  kinds  of  fenfe  ; 
To  fome  he  minifters  the  gifts  to  pleafe. 
And  pafs  through  life  with  unafifefted  eafe ; 
On  others  kindly  pours  the  fkill  profound 
The  darkeft  myft 'ries  clearly  to  expound  ; 
Yet  all  are  equal  objefts  of  his  care  ; 
Each  individual  the  undoubted  heir. 
Of  future  blifs,  prepar'd  with  mighty  love, 
For  all  the  righteous  in  the  realms  above, 

0  Oh 


[     33     ] 

Oh  !  flate  bell  fulted  to  th' immortal  foul, 

Eternal  hope,  and  everlafling  goal  ! 

Where  is  thy  vicl'ry,  Grave  ?  Oh  Death,  thy  (ling  ? 

The  foul  defies  thee,  by  her  eagle  wing ; 

In  hope  of  pardon,  feeks  her  native  Ikies, 

Thro'  Chrills  redemption,  glorioufly  to  rife. 


To      Mrs.         W 


T, 


HY  worth  intrinfic  much  I  wifli  to  fing, 
But  newly  fledg'd,  I  foar  with  trembling  wing; 
The  fubjeft  lofty,  and  of  Eagle's  height, 
I  but  a  Sparrow  muft  forego  the  flight. 
Yet  I  effay  thy  merits  to  rehearfe. 
In  fimple,  plain,  and  unafPecled  verfe. 
Poets  and  Painters  have  affirmed  for  truth. 
That  blooming  beauty  is  confin'd  to  youth  : 

F  *Thou 
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Thou  an  exception :  in  whofe  pleafmg  face, 
We  all  the  milder  qualities  can  trace ; 
Which  on  a  nearer  view,  with  joy  we  find, 
Pourtray'd  refplendent  in  thy  tender  mind. 
Maternal  duties  have  engag'd  thy  care. 
Thy  children  love  thee  with  affeftion  rare  ; 
To  their  improvement  thou  didfl;  clofe  attend, 
Join'd  the  fond  mother  to  the  cheerful  friend. 
By  thee  the  feeds  of  knowledge  early  fown. 
Yield  a  rich  harveft,  moft  luxuriant  blown. 
Sincere  in  Friendlhip,  conftant  in  thy  Love, 
Wifeas  a  Serpent,  harmlefs  as  a  Dove. 
Oh  !  Happinefs  !  celeftial  gift,  attend, 
Blefs  with  thy  fmiles,  my  ever-valu'd  friend  I 
On  Earth  thou'rt  found  a  wild  delufive  fcheme. 
An  empty  vapour,  or  a  golden  dream  ; 
Yet  filed  thy  better  gifts,  tranfmit  a  ray. 
To  cheer  and  warm  the  ev'ning  of  her  day ! 


A  N 


[    35    ] 


An  O        D 


Bi 


lENEATH  a  Willow's  mournful  fhade, 
Fair  Ariadne  lay ; 
A  chearlefs,  folitary  maid, 

Tho'once  content  and  gay. 

In  tender  accents  thus  I  fpokc. 

To  eafe  her  lab'ring  breafl : 
Dofl  thou  complain  of  promife  broke  ? 

Art  thou  by  want  opprefs'd  ? 

Can  I  thy  wounded  heart  relieve. 

By  pity's  healing  balm  ? 
Or  if  fome  faithlefs  youth  deceive. 

Thy  perturbations  calm  ? 

F  2  "Ah 
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"  Ah  no"  (file  faldl  "  hard  is  my  fate, 
"  From  lovely  Thefeus  torn  ; 

*'  Thy  confolalion  comes  too  late, 
"  His  abfence  thus  I  mourn. 

*'  The  beams  I  fhun  of  chearing  day, 
"  To  Luna  hence  complain  ; 

"  Like  Philomel  in  mournful  lay, 

"  Pour  forth  my  plaintive  ftrain. 

"  Remembrance  fad,  of  former  joys, 

"  Is  ever  in  my  fight; 
"  The  cruel  Phantom  M'hich  deflroys 

"  My  peace  both  day  and  night. 

"  Thus  am  I  plung'd  in  fell  defpair, 
"  As  Love  my  anguifh  mocks ; 

"  With  fighs  I  rend  the  fragrant  air, 
"  Implore  unpitying  rocks." 


In 
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In  me  her  lamentations  wrought 

Emotions  of  defire. 
To  kindle  in  her  rufHed  thoughtsr, 

Sparks  of  celeftial  fire. 

Ceafe,  lovely  mourner  !  then  I  cry'd. 
To  yield  to  cank'ring  woe  ; 

Let  flighted  love,  and  fear  fubfide. 
And  forrow  ceafe  to  flow. 

Ingratitude  in  Men  we  find. 

By  various  forms  exprefs'd  ; 

Unlike  the  conftant  ray  refin'd. 

Which  warms  the  female  bread. 

Impetuous,  and   inclin'd  to  change. 
They  bear  a  lav/lefs  fway  ; 

From  flow'r  to  flow'r  delight  to  range. 
And  flatter  to  betray. 


Forbear 
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Forbear  to  druggie  with  thy  fate, 
Oppofing  Heav'ns  decrees ; 

Which  grants  things  fuited  to  thy  flate. 
Pertaining  to  thy  eafe. 

Yet  oft  denies  the  Lover's  pray'r, 
And  vain  midaken  boon  ; 

Regards  their  fighs  as  empty  air. 
If  heard,  repented  foon. 

Love,  the  invader  of  thy  peace. 
Subdued  by  Reafon's  pow'r. 

Shall  feel  his  daring  influence  ceafe, 
Nor  cloud  thy  future  hour. 

Serenity  (hall  grace  thy  brows. 

With  Friendfliip's  facred  band  ; 

To  her  then  offer  up  thy  vows. 
And  yield  thy  willing  hand. 


Be 


[    39     3 

Be  thou  the  meflenger  of  peace, 

Difpenfing  holy  joy  ; 
Rely  on  hopes  which  ne'er  can  ceafe. 

Nor  mortal  Man  deftroy. 

Depend  on  him,  whofe  pow'r  alone, 
Can  give  fubftantial  reft  ; 

Afpire  to  reach  his  heav'nly  throne, 
A  meek  and  welcome  gueft. 


The 
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The  following  lines  were  written,  jtift  at  the  period  the 
Encampments  were  formed,  and  other  warlike  prepara- 
tions made  for  the  defence  of  the  Nation,  which  fug- 
gelled  to  the  Author  the  Reflexions  contained  in  this 
Poem  on  the  Omnipotence  of  God,  deduced  from  the 
Scriptures ;  but  more  particularly  applied  as  a  means  of 
confolation,  in  the  prefent  alarming  (late  of  public  affairs. 


A 


H  why  my  Soul,  art  thou  abforb'd  in  pain  ? 
Why  art  thou  found  difquieted  in  vain  ? 
Difpel  thy  fears,  let  ev^ry  doubt  fubfide. 
Acquaint  thyfelf  with  God,  in  him  confide. 
Frail  Man,  of  Woman  born,  is  heir  to  woe ; 
From  various  fources  his  afflictions  flow  : 
As  fparks   afcending  bear  to  heav'n  their  courfe. 
So  forrow  triumphs  with  refiftlefs  force. 
On  Earth,  what  being  is  exempt  from  pain  ? 
Awalce,  then,  oh  my  Soul !  no  more  complain. 


Art 
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Art  thou  not  blefl  with  bright  Reflexion's  aid  ? 

Is  not  thy  Maker's  love  with  grace  difplay'd  ? 

On  thee  his  facred  image  is  imprefs'd. 

In  charafters  divine,  celeftial  guefl. 

Tho'  ills,  impending,  threaten  and  alarm, 

God  can  avert  them,  with  his  pow'rful  arm  ; 

Tho'  wars  and  battles  Teem  e'en  now  at  hand, 

'Tis  he  alone  who  can  proteft  our  land. 

Avenge  our  caufe,  and  prove  our  jufl  defence^ 

By  his  invincible  Omnipotence. 

In  times  of  exigence,  we  all  implore 

His  needful  help,  his  Majefly  adore  ;  % 

Yet,  when  fecure  in  Peace  we  feem  to  reft. 

Are  we  obedient  to  his  wife  beheft  ? 

When  fich,  we  afl<.  his  heakh-reftoring  aid, 

The  purpofe  gain'd,  is  adoration  paid  ? 

Are  we  not  told  to  watch  and  conllant  pray. 

Unknown  the  hour,  and  great  avenging  day  ? 

When  loud  the  Trump  fliall  found,  our  Judge  appear 

Array'd  in  majelly,  difpenfing  fear. 

G  The 
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The  Sun  and  Planets  from  their  orbits  fall. 
And  hence  annihilate  this  Earthly  Ball ; 
Departed  Souls,  and  thofe  who  dwell  on  earth. 
Shall  rife  triumphant  in  the  gen'ral  birth. 
The  lowly  here,  will  there  acceptance  find, 
Receive  due  recompence,  and  peace  of  mind  ;. 
This  awful  fcafon  fhall  each  heart  difclofe, 
Proclaim  true  reftitude,  and  feal  our  woes  ; 
Expofe  Duplicity's  infidious  art. 
And  fhew  the  Traitor's  vile  malignant  part. 
Hence  live  in  earneft  hope,    not  fervile  fear,. 
At  this  tribunal  foon  or  late  t'  appear; 
Thy  deeds  at  bcft  imperfe6l,  frail,  and  weak, 
Suggefl  fome  aid,  and  fov'reign  pow'r  to  feek  : 
This  help  afforded,  in  the  hour  of  need  ; 
Call  on  thy  Saviour,  for  by  him  thou'rt  freed. 
With  due  fubmiffion  wear  his  eafy  yoke. 
That  thou  may 'ft  hear  thefe  joyful  tidings  fpoke  ; 
"  Well  done,  thou  faithful  fervant,  be  my  gueft, 
*'  Partake  thy  matter's  joy,  and  holy  reft  !" 


The 
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The       card         PARTY, 

A         TOW^N         ECLOGUE. 

Lady      TRIFLE, 
J3LESS  me,  what  Cards  !  but  yet  I  will  afk  leave, 

Sir     G  E  O  R  G  E       T  O  W  N  L  Y, 

Madam  you  have  it ;  but  I  vow  I  grieve. 

Lady     TRIFLE.       ^ 
Di'monds  and  Hearts ;  and  now  I  play  Spadillc. 

Lady     PRATTLE^ 
My  Lord  !  my  Bafto  falls. 

Lord     M  Y  R  T  L  E. 

And  my  Jklanille, 

G  2:  Lady 
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Lady    PRATTLE. 

Were  you  on  Friday  at  Gallini's  Ball  ? 
Unluckily  I  loft  my  laft  new  Shaul. 

Lady     TRIFLE. 
Your  Ladyftiip  will  make  me  lofe  the  vole. 

Lord     MYRTLE. 
There  is  no  danger  for  you  have  the  whole. 

Lady     TRIFLE. 

When  people  talk  I  never  can  attend. 
Sir  George,  are  you  my  enemy  or  friend  ? 

Sir     GEORGE. 

The  game  is^  certain,  and  is  ours  fans  doute. 

Lady     PRATTLE. 
Di'monds  to  me  are  an  unlucky  fuit. 


At 
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At  Loo  or  Whift,  I  fland  a  chance  to  win. 

But  at  Quadrille  I  never  gam  a  pin. 

Sir  George  !    you  deal ;  I  hope  the  luck  will  change. 

To  hold  fuch  cards  is  really  very  flrange. 

Lord     MYRTLE. 
I  play  in  Spades. 

Lady     PRATTLE. 

Was  ever  fuch  a  trial  ? 
But  yet  at  youngeft  hand  there's  no  deniaL 

Lady     T  R  I  F  L.  E. 
My  Lord  !  your  King  is  trump'd,  an  omen  bad. 

Lady     PRATTLE. 
Upon  my  word  it  makes  his  Lordfhip  fad. 

Lord     MYRTLE. 

Undoubtedly  the  cafe  is  very  hard  ; 
I  never  knew  fuch  an  unlucky  card. 


Lady 
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Lady     TRIFLE. 

Tis  jull  a  bead  ;  my  Lord,  your  game  muft  lay. 

Now  if  you  pleafe,  we  will  poflpone  our  play ; 

For  tea  and  coffee,  it  is  proper  time ; 

To  drink  it  foon  like  Cits,  is  poz  a  crime  ; 

Yet  they  afFeft  their  Routes,  and  parties  quarre. 

Concerts  and  drums  ;  for  which  I  vow  I'm  forry. 

Lady     PRATTLE. 

The  chat  of  tea  tables  is  my  delight, 
Such  repartee  abounds,  and  fenfe  polite  ; 
It  really  is  the  magazine  of  knowledge, 
And  more  improving  than  a  mufty  College  : 
With  all  his  fenfe  our  Chaplain's  fuch  a  clown, 
I  really  blufh  for  him  when  we're  in  Town  ; 
He  talks  fo  loud,  makes  fuch  an  aukward  bow. 
And  enters  an  aflfembly.  Lord  knows  how! 


And 
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And  then  he  is  fo  formal  and  abftrufe. 

Lord     MYRTLE. 
Which,  for  to  fay  the  truth,  I  think  the  Deuce  ! 

Lady     PRATTLE. 
Dear  Lady  Trifle,  have  you  left  off  tea  ? 

Lady     TRIFLE. 

Yes :  I'm  fo  nervous,  I  can  fcarcely  fee  ; 
And  have  fuch  flutterings,  and  fits  of  crying. 
That  thofe  about  me  fancy  I  am  dying. 

Sir     GEORGE. 

The  country  air  would  make  you  plump  and  (Irong. 

Lady     TRIFLE. 

But  when  I'm  there,  the  days  appear  fo  long. 

There's  no  Society  at  Trifle  Hall, 

No  gay  afTembly,  but  a  poor  race  ball : 


Th< 
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Tlie  neighbours  think  they  elegantly  treat, 
ir  ihcy  provide  enough  to  drink  and  eat : 
One  knows  not  what  to  talk  of  to  fuch  people, 
Except  their  poultry,  and  their  own  Church  Reeple. 

La  d  y     P  R  a  T  T  L  E. 

At  Melville  Place  our  life  is  jufl  the  fame  ; 
We've  no  companions,  who  deferve  the  name. 
Our  time  is  fpent  in  forting  fhells  and  floweis; 
We  keep  fuch  early,  antiquated  hours. 
Then  faunter  in  the  groves  and  difmal  park. 
Without  the  hopes  of  meeting  wiih  a  fpark  ; 
W^e  fee  the  diftant  view  of  fpircs  and  hills. 
And  hear  the  murm'rings  of  cafcades  and  rills. 

Lady      TRIFLE. 

Our  Vicar's  wife  is  quite  a  downright  Joan, 
And  never  pieafed  but  when  (he  is  alone  ; 
One's  fo  difturb'd  too  with  her  fqualling  brats. 
Who  fcratch  and  fcream  like  fo  many  wild  Cats. 


Such 
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Such  fcenes  as  thefe  mufl  rather  kill  than  cure. 

Sir      GEORGE. 

A  rural  life  I  never  could  endure. 

To  me  no  tranfports  fields  or  gardens  give  ; 

When  I  am  in  them,  I  exift,  not  live. 

In  London,  Pleafure  wears  a  vernal  bloom. 

Which  banilhes  Reflexion's  painful  gloom. 

Lady      PRATTLE. 
Sir  George  have  you  feen  Henderfon  in  Lear? 

Sir      GEORGE. 

Yes  and  approve  him,  with  a  heart  fincere. 
The  houfe  was  crowded. 

Lady      TRIFLE. 

Did  you  like  the  farce  ? 
Pray  has  it  merit  with  eclat  to  pafs  ? 

H  Sir 
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Sir     GEORGE. 

A  petite  piece !  you  know  the  Author's  name 
Is  not  the  highcfl  in  the  lift,  of  fame. 

Lady     TRIFLE. 
I  hear  that  Captain  Flafti  is  gone  abroad. 

Lady      PRATTLE. 

I'm  not  furpriz'd,  his  fortune  was  fo  flaw'd. 
That  Cap  of  yours  is  elegantly  gay  ; 
In  higheft  tafte,  tho'  not  the  leaft  outre. 
Were  you  lafl;  night  at  Lady  Squabble's  Route  ? 

Lady      TRIFLE. 
I  was  too  ill  to  venture  fafely  out. 

Lady     PRATTLE. 

Poor  Lady  Betty  made  a  fliocking  figure ; 
Whene'er  I  fee  her  fhe  appears  grown  bigges. 


Lord 


•C  5i   3 

JLord  Brag,  the  new-made  Peer,  was  drefs'd  en  Plume^ 
And  talk'd  of  pi6lures,  which  he  bought  at  Rome  ; 
He'd  Di'mond  Buckles,  and  a  great  Bouquet, 
And  feem'd  delighted,  when  engag'd  in  play  : 
In  all  mad  parties,  he  is  now  the  man ; 
Upon  my  word,  it  is  a  wretched  plan  I 

Lady      TRIFLE. 

He  always  differ'd  little  from  a  fool. 
Now,  if  you  pleafe,  we  will  complete  our  pool ; 
No  mighty  matters  have  been  loll  or  won. 
With  Tea  and  Coffee,  have  you  really  done  ? 
Remove  the  tea  things,  John,  and  ftir  the  fire? 
And  bring  the  Inclian  fcreen  a  litde  nigh'r. 

Sir     GEORGE. 

I  could  engage  to  lay  fome  ferious  bets, 

One  meets  but  feldora  with  fuck  nice  quarteittes., 


H    2  iApt 
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Lady      PRATTLE. 

Good  luck  we  all  of  us  fincerely  wifh; 
When  we  left  off,  I  think  it  was  crofs  fifli. 

Lady     TRIFLE. 
You  force  the  Ombre,  which  is  very  wrong. 

Sir      GEORGE. 
Pardonnez  moi,  I  thought  your  hand  was  ftrong. 

Lady      TRIFLE. 

I  hop'd,  at  leaf!;,  you  had  a  matadore  ; 

Sir  George,  we've  got  the  game,  can  yoii  do  more  ? 

Sir     GEORGE. 

I  muft  be  filent,  and  refign  the  whole 
To  you,  if  you  intend  to  play  the  vole. 


Lady 
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Lady      TRIFLE. 

I  can  do  nothing ;  where  is  the  befl  Spade  ? 

If  that  had  fell,  my  Queen  would  then  have  made. 

As  the  Pool's  out,  we  will  reward  Manilie  ; 

My  Lord,  here's  Baflo,  and  I  take  Spadille. 

I've  won  but  little,  yours  are  trifling  lofTes. 

Lady      PRATTLE. 

When  I'm  at  Cards,  I  always  meet  with  crofTes, 
Next  Saturday  I  hope  we  all  fhall  meet. 
To  hear  fome  Mufic,  in  St.  James's-Street ; 
La  Motte  will  regulate,  and  lead  the  band  ; 
And  Captain  Quaver  is  a  clever  hand  : 
Mifs  Minim  too  has  promis'd  to  be  there ; 
To  fing  Duetts,  and  fome  Italian  Air. 


Lord 
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Lord     MYRTLE. 
Dear  Lady  Prattle,  wUl  you  deign  to  fing? 

Lady      PRATTLE. 

Oh  !  name  it  not !  I  can  do  no  fuch  thing ; 
I  cannot  reach  the  compafs  of  a  note ; 
Whene'er  I  try,  it  fettles  in  my  throat. 

Lord     MYRTLE. 

At  lead  youll  "  gently  touch  the  warbling  Lyre," 
And  with  true  harmony  our  hearts  infpire. 

Lady     PRATTLE. 

I  now  muft  go  to  Lady  Flutter's  Route ; 
And  call  on  people,  whom  I  know  are  out. 

Lady      TRIFLE. 

Why  Lady  Prattle  need  you  go  fo  foon  ? 
To-morrow  in  the  Park  we'll  meet  at  noon. 


Sir 
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Sir  George,  you  are  engage!  I'll  lay  a  bet ; 
If  you  are  not,  we  will  begin  Piquette. 

Sir      GEORGE. 

Lord  Myrtle,  and  myfelf,  are  doom'd  to  go 
To  Lord  Quinteflence,  that  egregious  Beau  ; 
How  much  more  happy  (liould  I  be  with  you  j 
Thus  mofii  r^luftantly,  I  lay  adieu ! 

Lord     MYRTLE, 

The  call  of  Friendfliip  I  muft  needs  obey^ 
So  gracioulTy  receive  my  lafl  conge ! 


ODE 
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ODE     TO     COMPLACENCY. 

'OxMPLACENCY!  thou  gift  refind ! 
To  me  thy  aid  impart ; 
Treferve  thy  Empire  in  my  mind,  ..':  ' 

And  regulate  my  heart. 

Thy  prefence  -will  adorn  each  fcene. 

With  modefl  temp'rate  rays  ; 
Grant,  I  become  like  thee  ferene. 

Nor  thirfl  for  empty  praife. 

^h!  lead  me  to  thy  facred  bow'r. 

Where  Peace,  and  Virtue  dwell; 
There  let  me  feel  thy  healing  pow'r, 

To  Folly  bid  farewell. 


This 
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This  the  chief  purpofe  of  my  foul. 
To  feek  thy  bleft  abode ; 

Contentment  the  inviting  goal. 
And  reftitude  the  road. 

With  cautious  flep,  and  fteady  pace. 
The  checquer'd  path  I  view ; 

Behold  the  end,  and  deflin'd  race. 
To  reach  what  I  purfuc. 

By  thee  enabled,  hence  fhall  gain 
A  conquefl  o'er  my  mind ; 

Defy  the  threat 'ning  frowns  of  pain. 
By  innocence  refin'd. 

From  Guilt,  and  Superftition  free. 
Oh !  may  I  ne'er  repine  ; 

In  ev'ry  ftate,  and  each  decree. 
Obey  the  will  divine ! 


To 
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To    THE    AUTHOR'S    SISTER. 

A  Nov:  forfake  the  Elegiac  ftrain, 

Infpir'd  by  forrow,  and  perus'd  with  pain  ; 

The  ftorm  fubfides,  the  clouds  are  clear  difpers'd. 

The  profpeft  brightens,  and  my  fate's  revers'd. 

Thefe  tidings,  dear  Eliza,  will  impart 

Pleafing  fcnfations  to  thy  tender  heart ; 

Affedion  prompts  me  freely  to  difclofe 

My  flatt'ring  hopes,  and  to  conceal  my  woes  ; 

Infeftious  forrows  their  contagion  fpread. 

And  caufe  fair  Virtue  to  recline  her  head. 

Profperity  elates  the  human  mind. 

Yet  in  her  train,  unhappinefs  we  find. 

We  view  her  pageantry  with  partial  eyes. 

But  to  deliberate  is  truly  wife. 

Before  we  pafs  our  judgment,  or  declare. 

What  ftate  in  life,  for  happinefs  bids  fair. 

Tlie 
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The  glitt'ring  furfaces  attraft  the  fight. 
Caught  by  the  bait,  we  fancy  true  delight : 
Yet  fhun  conviflion,  and  in  heart  defpife 
By  gentle  admonitions  to  grow  wife. 
Child  of  afFliftion,  I  was  early  taught, 
The  painful  leffon  of  more  ferious  thought ; 
Adverfity  fubdu'd  my  youthful  mind, 
Enlarg'd  its  views,  and  its  vain  hopes  confin'd  : 
Whate'er  my  faults  of  high  or  low  degree. 
Repentance  breaks  the  chain,  and  fets  me  free.. 
Thou  gift  divine  !  all  human  flains  efface. 
And  grant  to  me  thy  purifying  grace  ; 
The  befl  require  thee  in  this  finful  flate. 
To  calm  their  fuff'rings,  and  avert  their  fate. 
Much  lov'd  Eliza !  in  my  early  youth. 
Thy  prudence  led  me  to  the  path  of  truth. 
The  part  I  wifli  to  aft  in  this  great  fcene. 
Is  ever  to  preferve  the  golden  mean  ; 
Neither  fo  high  as  to  forget  my  ftate, 
Nor  yet  fo  low  to  murmur  at  my  fate  ; 

I  2  Humble 
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Humble,  not  fervile  ;  fleady,  not  fevere  ; 
Prudent,  yet  gen'rous ;  and  in  heart  fincere ; 
Neither  inclin'd  to  give  or  take  offence  ; 
A  foe  to  pride,  though  fpecious  its  pretence. 
Such  is  thy  pra6lice  :    thy  fuperior  mind 
Keeps  the  due  medium  by  good  fenfe  refin'd. 
Prudence  and  Judgment  are  by  thee  poflefs'd. 
Unerring  monitors  within  thy  breafl ; 
Precept  alone  will  ne'er  perfe6lion  gain. 
And  needs  example,  Wifdom  to  attain  ; 
In  thee  united,  rul'd  by  Virtue's  laws. 
She  crowns  thy  Merit  with  deferv'd  applaufe. 


EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 

On  Miss    MARTHA    MARY    ANN    HUGHES, 
Who  Died  Nov.  2,   1776,  aged  Ten  Years. 


I 


F  fcenes  funereal  ferious  thoughts  difpenfe^ 
And  wake  the  foul  to  fympathetic  fenfe. 
Attend,  vain  Paffenger,  this  awful  flirine, 
A  flate  like  this  will  foon  alas  !  be  thine ! 
Shall  full  maturity  fecurely  reft. 
And  chace  reflection  from  its  fanguine  breaft  ? 
Like  the  fleet  courfer  no  obftruftion  heed. 
Seek  Pleafure's  goal  with  unremitted  fpeed? 
The  op'ning  bud,  and  fair  expanded  flow'r. 
Fade,  and  are  cropt  by  Death's  refiftlefs  pow'r. 
His  rig'rous  laws  a  Parent's  hopes  defl-roy. 
By  fnatching  to  himfelf  their  pride  and  joy. 


This 
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This  moden;  fnow-drop,  eldefl  born  of  Spring, 

Whofc  verfe  fepulchral  with  regret  I  fing, 

Too  early  did  her  various  gifts  difplay. 

In  form  and  mind,  as  radiant  as  the  day. 

We  prais'd,  admir'd,  beheld  with  fond  furprife, 

Death  gave  the  flroke,  and  pluck'd  her  from  our  eyes  ; 

Where  now  tranfplanted  to  a  milder  iky, 

She  blooms  unfaded,  and  can  never  die. 


ODE     ON     FORTITUDE. 


Bi 


lEHOLD  the  Chriflian  Hero  arm'd, 
With  Helmet,  Breaft-Plate,  Shield  ! 
And  be  not  for  his  fate  alarm'd. 
He  will  maintain  the  field. 


The 
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The  Sword  of  Juflice  will  defend 

Religion's  facred  laws ; 
And  ever  prove  a  conftant  friend 

To  Champions  in  her  caufe. 

The  holy  Martyrs  burnt  or  flain, 
Difgrace  fair  Hill'ry's  page  ; 

Their  fteady  faith  defied  the  pain 
Caus'd  by  Enthufiafls  rage. 

By  Fire  their  worth  was  tried  like  gold. 
Freed  from  the  bafe  alloy  ; 

They  fought  their  Maker  to  behold 
In  fcenes  of  endlefs  joy. 

Let  us  by  their  example  taught, 

Seek  the  Almighty  love  ; 
Difdain  each  fervile  mundane  thought. 

Exploring  fcenes  above ! 


A    FAMI- 
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A     FAMILIAR     EPISTLE 

To     TJiE     AUTHOR'S     SISTER. 

OAY,  dear  Maria  !  is  the  modifli  life 

With  fenfe  and  reafon  ever  found  at  flrife  ? 

Say,  dear  Maria  !  is  the  rural  feat  ' 

Of  Peace  and  Virtue  the  fecure  retreat  ? 

Then  form  thy  judgment,  and  declare  thy  choice, 

Tho'  inconfiftent  with  the  gen'ral  voice. 

Mark  but  the  hift'ry  of  a  modern  day, 

Compos'd  of  nonfenfe,  foppery,  and  play. 

Suppofe  a  Lady  in  her  eafy  chair, 

Intent  to  fabricate  and  deck  her  hair ; 

A  compound  vile,  of  powder,  paint,  perfumes, 

Adorn'd  with  Di'monds,  and  with  lofty  plumes. 
View  her  at  Almack's  in  the  pomp  of  pride. 
With  Lord,  or  Captain,  feated  by  her  fide  ; 


If 
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If  not  In  unifon  witli  Virtue's  law, 
Mod'rate  the  term,  and  call  it — a  faux  pas! 
This  gaudy  Trifler,  or  this  haughty  Belle, 
In  folly's  lifts  is  found — la  plus  fidelle  ! 
Hence,  dear  Maria,  blefs  the  gracious  ftar, 
Which,  from  fuch  fcenes  of  folly  guides  thee  far, 
"What,  the'  on  Pea-chicks  thou  doft  never  dine. 
Or  in  Gold  Goblets  drink  Falernian  Wine.! 
What  tho'  no  crowd  of  coxcombs  grace  thy  gate. 
The  modern  Female's  idle,  ufelefs  (late  ! 
More  blefl;  thy  lot,  with  meek  and  humble  heart, 
To  feek  the  treafures  that  true  joys  impart ; 
The  only  bleffings  that  can  aught  avail. 
Which,  like  the  Widow's  oil,  will  never  fail. 


K  To 
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To    Mrs.   B. 


T. 


O  Fricndfliip  thus  a  Fane  I  raife, 
Th'  offering,  gratitude  and  praife ; 
A  facrifice  to  merit  due. 
And  love  like  thine,  fincere  and  true. 
Let,  whilft  we  live,  the  incenfe  burn, 
When  we  expire  adorn  the  urn. 
Proclaim  to  common  hearts  the  caufe. 
Why  we  obey'd  fair  Virtue's  laws ; 
Why  tho'  in  gayefl  liv'ry  dreft. 
To  us  bafe  flatt'ry  flood  confefl;  ; 
What  caused  the  filent  tear  to  flow. 
At  fight  of  real  or  fancied  woe ; 
'Tis  fympathy  which  rules  our  Souls, 
And  all  our  wayward  wills  controlls. 
By  hope  infpir'd  the  tender  heart. 
Smiles  at  the  fell  envenom'd  dart. 


Thro' 
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Thro'  various  channels  forrows  flow. 
And  inundations  caufe  of  woe  ; 
The  fwelling  tide  o'erflows  the  mind, 
IF  not  by  reafon's  banks  confin'd  ; 
Reftrain'd  in  its  impetuous  courfe. 
By  Faith,  and  fair  Religion's  force. 
If  thefe  the  Pilots,  we  can  glide. 
With  eafe  thro'  life,  and  ftem  the  tide 
Of  forrow's  llream,  and  find,  at  laft. 
Our  lot  in  forae  fair  Country  call ; 
Tranfported  to  that  happy  fliore. 
No  longer  our  hard  fate  deplore  ; 
Be  thankful  for  the  bleffings  giv'n. 
And  find  ourfelves  at  reft  in  Heav'n. 
Oh !  may  the  paflTage  prove  to  thee, 
A  fettled  calm,  and  fummer  fea! 
Like  the  bright  Halcyon  build  thy  neft. 
In  fweet  tranquility  and  reft ; 
Bleft  with  a  kind  and  gentle  mate. 
Rejoicing  in  thy  happy  fate  ! 

K  2  The 
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The  following  Lines  were  fent  to  Mifs  J.  W  E  S  T, 
with  a  Piece  of  Bride-Cake,  drawn  through  a 
Wedding-Ring. 

X  O  thee,  dear  Jane,  with  joy  I  fend. 
The  tribute  of  a  bridal  Friend. 
Of  late  I'm  grown,  quite  grave  and  ftupid, 
A  traitor  to  the  laws  of  Cupid ; 
Defy  his  pow'r,  and  pointed  darts. 
With  which  he  wounds  poor  mortals  hearts : 
So  fend  to  thee  this  magic  charm ; 
Grant  that  the  fpell  thy  fancy  warm. 
If  nine  times  drawing  thro'  the  ring. 
Can  any  folid  comforts  bring. 
This  may  afford  a  pleafing  dream, 
Compos'd  of  Love ;  delightful  theme! 

Create 
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Create  a  Swain  fincere  and  jufl. 

On  whom  thou  may 'ft  with  fafety  truft ; 

Yet  pleafmg,  lively,  witty,  fmart, 

A  Man,  quite  after  thine  own  heart. 

This  "World  is  but  a  dream  throughout. 

We  wake,  and  our  miftakes  find  out; 

Our  hopes  high  rais'd,  and  profpefts  bright, 

Vanifh  like  vifions  from  the  fight. 

May  they  to  thee  be  verified. 

By  being  foon  an  happy  bride! 


To 
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To  the   Same,    on   her  prolonging  her  ftay  in 

Yorkfhire. 

xVVERSE  to  filence,  thus  the  paufe  I  break. 
In  Friendfliip's  caufe,  and  for  Honoria's  fake. 
Ah  !  why  prolong  thy  flay  ?  we  try  in  vain. 
The  threaten'd  ill  with  patience  to  fuftain. 
Thy  tender  Parent  can't  the  boon  deny, 
Tho'  fhe  explores  thee  with  expecting  eye ; 
Foregoes  her  pleafure,  to  fecure  to  thee. 
Convivial  joys  from  pain  and  dlfcord  free. 
What  tho'  the  rigid  North  will  foon  appear 
Clad  in  the  horrors  of  the  clofins[  year. 
By  cheerfulnefs  anticipate  the  Spring, 
Make  Boreas  fmile,  and  uEoIus  to  fing  ! 
Why  are  we  bound  by  hardi  and  rigid  rules, 
Impos'd  by  Tyrants,  and  obey'd  by  Fools  ? 

Sorrow 
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Sorrow  attends  the  fable  noddinsr  Plumes, 

Whilft  a  gay  air  the  brilliant  gem  alTumes, 

Tho'  neither  have  the  pow'r  to  touch  the  heart. 

Which  fmiles  with  joy,  or  groans  with  poignant  fmart ; 

Superior  to  external  influence  reigns, 

Defies  its  pow'r,  and  breaks  its  galling  chains. 

Simplex  munditiis  is  the  path  I  tread, 

Impell'd  by  Virtue,  and  by  prudence  led  ; 

Much  lefs  afliam'd  to  err  in  head  than  heart, 

Proof  againfl  envy,  and  her  treach'rous  art. 

By  Hope  elated,  or  by  grief  deprefs'd. 

Still  Friendfhip  reigns  in  my  devoted  breaft. 

Long  may'fl  thou  feel  it,  long  the  fame  impart. 

The  native  growth  of  thy  ingenuous  heart. 

Friendfliip  like  Charity,  her  grace  extends, 

And  is  mofl  blefl  in  bleffmg  of  her  friends. 

This  gracious  gift  then  deign  to  yield  to  me. 

To  prove  at  once  thy  Love  and  Conftancy. 

By  interccurfe  of  letters  kind,  reveal 

Thy  evry  thought  -,  nor  yet  with  care  conceal 

What 
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Wliat  will  aflford  thy  friend  a  joy  extreme  ; 

Nor  be  laconic  on  the  plcafing  theme. 

Omit  no  circumRance  of  time  or  place. 

From  thy  recital  fure  to  gain  a  grace. 

Blefl  with  the  pow'r  to  fpeak  and  write  with  eafe, 

Pofleffing  ev'ry  gift  to  charm  and  pleafe. 

No  longer  now  thy  talent  (halt  thou  hide. 

The  joy  of  Friendfhip  and  its  greateft  pride  ; 

Its  life,  its  foul,  its  great  effential  part, 

Whofe  Empire's  feated  in  a  faithful  heart. 


To 
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To  a  LADY,  whofe  extreme  fenfibility  caufes 
her  to  refine  too  much  on  the  common  Occur- 
ences of  Life. 

VV  H  Y  in  this  frail,  capricious  World, 
Dofl;  thou  Perfeftion  feck  ? 
When  Hope,  in  Difappointment  ends, 
Form'd  on  a  plan  fo  weak. 

The  moft  this  fleeting  Life  affords. 

Is  refpites  fhort  from  pain  ; 
Why  then  the  only  lot  allow'd. 

Wilt  thou  with  pride  difdain? 

Behold  the  height  of  human  blifs, 

The  fls-ill  of  mortal  Man  ; 
Alas  !  how  circumfcrib'd  his  pow'rs. 

Their  limits  but  a  fpan  ! 

L  Receive 
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Receive  with  thankful nefs  the  Rate 

•  By  Providence  defign'd  ; 
Submit  to  his  all -wife  decrees, 
In  Life  and  Death  refign'd. 

Forbear  to  murmur,  if  tliy  cup 
With  blifs  does  not  run  o'er  ; 

And  think  a  portion  due  is  fent 

From  Wifdom's  bounteous  flora. 

If  Plenty  thou  doll  lack,  or  Peace, 

Society,  or  Health, 
As  fubflitutes  for  all  thefe  joys, 

Let  Reafon  be  thy  Wealth. 

Supprcfs  thofe  anxious  cares,  which  rob 
Thy  feeling  heart  of  refl ; 

Nurture  complacent  fledfall  Hope, 
And  be  fupremely  bleft. 


Poffefs 
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Pofiefs  the  treafures  which  avail 
When  mortal  hopes  decay, 

Riches  the  world  have  not  to  givej 
Nor  pow'r  to  take  away. 

Then  feek  what  only  can  exalt, 

Frail  Creatures  form'd  of  Duft  5 

Who  zealous  for  the  prefent  ftatCj 
Forget  their'future  truft. 


'O" 


Amidft  the  trials  which  difturb. 
This  vain  terrellrial  view, 

Refiflance  will  avail  thee  nought, 
Submiffion  meek  is  due. 

Are  not  thy  feelings  then  a   curfe  ? 

A  conftant  fource  of  pain  ? 
Than  Folly,  or  Indiff'rence  worfe? 

Their  dilates,  then  di.fdain. 


h  a  ReSce 
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Refine  on  Pain  !  ah  !  cruel  art, 
To  wound  thy  tender  mind  ; 

'Tis  like  the  pois'ning  of  a  dart. 
More  certain  Death  to  find. 


On  returning  a  Knife  to  a  Young  Lady, 

X  H  E   Knife  return'd,  remain  in  perfeft  eafe. 
Nor  with  vain  fears  affli6l  thyfelf,  or  teaze. 
What  fign  or  omen  ever  can  portend 
To  alienate  the  love  I  bear  my  friend  ; 
Tho'  fharpeft  weapons  were  like  troops  combin'd 
To  form  a  Phalanx  round  my  fleady  mind, 
Affe6tion  would  refift  and  foil  their  pow'r. 
Nor  quit  her  ftandard  to  the  lateft  hour. 
Hence,  Superftition  !   hide  thy  daring  head. 
By  weak  diflrull,  and  human  folly  bred  ; 
Subdu'd  by  fenfe,  the  victor  of  thy  fate, 
In  chains  thou  flialt  appear  to  grace  her  fiate. 

EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 

On     Miss      ELIZA  HARDING, 

Who  died  Jan,   lo,  1778,    Aged  Twelve  Years. 


Ai 


.H  !  why  this  f'orrow,  why  this  penfive  gloom. 
That  fweet  Eliza  refts  within  the  tomb  ? 
Her  gentle  Spirit  is  fupremely  bleft  ; 
No  anxious  cares  can  agitate  her  bread. 
Short  was  her  pafTage  thro'  this  vale  of  tears, 
Unftain'd  by  guilt,  or  its  attendant  fears  : 
Her  foul  afpiring  to  the  realms  of  light, 
Secur'd  its  happinefs  by  rapid  flight. 
Shall  elegiac  verfe  in  mournful  lay. 
Or  filent  eloquence  her  worth  difplay  ? 
In  her  was  found  whate'er  could  love  engage, 
Simplichy  of  Youth,  and  fenfe  of  Age  ; 

Manner; 
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Manners  refin'd  ;  a  kind  and  faithful  heart ; 
And  all  the  gifts  which  Virtue  could  impart. 
Oh  Death !  thou  cruel  and  relentlefs  pow'r ! 
Why  didfl  thou  feize  this  fair  expanding  flow'r? 
Her  op'ning  beauties  fcarce  had  felt  the  fun  ; 
Too  foon,  alas!  th' appointed  courfe  (lie  run. 
Yet,  what  avails  our  grief?  we  weep  in  vain; 
Great  is  her  jDrofit,  fince,  "  to  Die  is  Gain." 


To  a  Young   LADY   at  School 


E: 


(XCELL,  and  emulate  thy  Parents  praife  ; 
Let  thy  intrinfic  worth  the  tribute  raife. 
In  ev'ry  ufeful  art  thy  time  employ 
Zealous  efteem  to  gain,  true  heart-felt  joy ; 
Attain  each  grace  that  can  adorn  the  mind. 
Blended  with  fentiment  and  tafte  refin'd. 


Envy 


[    79,    ] 

Envy  can  find  no  harbour  in  a  bread 

Th'  abode,  I  truft,  ©f  Peace,  benignant  gueft ! 

Negleft  no  duty  ;  aft  with  graceful  eafe ; 

Ever  defire  with  modefty  to  pleafe  : 

Let  virtue  be  thy  guide  ;  for  fliell  difpenfe. 

Sincerity,  Difcretion,  Truth,  and  Senfe. 

Oh  !  may  {he  kind  to  thee  her  grace  impart. 

Never  forfake,  deep  rooted  in  thy  heart ! 


To       Mrs.         ADA     M     S. 


Ti 


HOUGH  'tis  a  paradox,  thou  flill  art  nigh, 
And  oft  admir'd  with  retrofpeftive  eye. 
The  flame  of  Friendfliip  never  can  expire  ; 
Its  very  embers  re-aflume  their  fire, 
Burn  with  frefh  vigour,  and  with  luftre  bright, 
Solace  the  heart,  and  yield  us  true  delight. 


I  ever 
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I  ever  fhall  revere  thofe  happy  hours, 

Shar'd  with  my  friend,    enliven'd  by  her  powers ; 

In  fweet  fociety  we  pafs'd  the  day. 

Serenely  cheerful,  yet  not  vainly  gay  ; 

The  lafl  feem'd  happieft,  and  the  moll  was  priz'd ; 

To  me  the  bleffing  lent,  not  realiz'd  ! 

Inftruclion  now  employs  me  ;  pleafing  tafls.  !* 

Myft'ries  t'  unfold,  and  falfliood  to  unmafli. ; 

To  read  a  comment  on  the  letter'd  page  ; 

T'  improve  my  Pupils,  and  their  love  engage ; 

To  teach  them  firm,  yet  cautioufly  to  tread. 

In  Virtue's  paths,  by  my  example  led  ; 

To  fliun  the  Rocks  of  Ignorance  and  Pride, 

Twin-fillers  to  our  nature  clofe  allied. 

Oh,  Ignorance  !  thou  chaos  of  the  mind, 

Th'eclipfe  of  Reafon,  to  Improvement  blind  : 

Thou  like  the  owl  doll  (bun  the  glorious  light, 

Enwrap'd  in  darknefs,  and  the  fiiades  of  night. 

•  This  Epiflle  was  written  when  the  Aul^or  undertoois.  the  education  of  two 
young  Ladies  of  fafliion ;  for  whom  flie  comocfcd  '•  Mcntoria,  or  the  Youno- 
"  Ladies  Inftruftor." 

Pride 
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Pride  like  a  beacon,  which  is  plac'd  on  high, 

Whofe  pompous  turrets  emulate  the  eye. 

By  various  means  eflays  our  fenfe  to  cheat. 

Then  triumphs  in  our  fall,  and  bafe  defeat. 

Benign  Humility  !  thy  grace  impart, 

The  friend  of  Virtue,  enemy  of  Art! 

I  feel  my  own  defects  by  being  plac'd 

With  thofe  whofe  minds  with  ev'ry  gift  are  grac'd.* 

May  I  attain  what  I  fo  much  admire, 

Warm'd  by  the  influence  of  their  attic  fire. 

Nature  to  thee  did  various  gifts  difpenfe  ; 

Bleft  thee  with  modefty,  good-humour,    fenfe  : 

Adorn'd  the  Calket  with  great  care  and  pains, 

Fit  emblem  of  the  jewel  it  contains  : 

Polite,  yet  faithful,  thou  with  graceful  eafe^ 

Dofl  aft  confiflent,  emulous  to  pleafe. 

Accept  thefe  artle&  lays,  an  off 'ring  free. 

To  worth  fuperior,  and  addrefs'd  to  thee. 

*  Ml',  and  Mrs.  V —   for  whofe  abilities  the  Author  has  the  higbetl  veneration, 
and  to  whom  (he  is  infinitely  indebted  for  repeated  teftimonies  of  their  favour. 

M  A  SACRED 
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A    SACRED     INVOCATION, 

^\'RITTEN     EXTEMPORE. 

X  N  pity.  Lord !  direft  my  mind. 

Thy  facred  attributes  to  find. 

A  wand'rer  in  this  nether  world. 

Too  oft,  alas  I  in  error  hurl'd. 

Thy  word  a  Lantern  to  my  feet. 

Shall  lead  me  to  thy  judgment-feat. 

Man  by  delufion  is  betray 'd. 

And  needs  thy  all-fufficient  aid  ; 

Thy  comprehenfive  pow'r  can  teach. 

The  heights  his  frailty  cannot  reach. 

Oh  !  grant  to  thofe  whofe  fteps  have  err'd. 

The  guidance  of  thy  holy  word  ; 

Giving  them  grace  to  judge  aright, 

Atid  walk  for  ever  in  thy  fight. 

From 
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From  fin  converted,  may  they  hence 
Be  Penitents  in  flrifter  fenfe  ; 
From  flrong  conviftion,  may  their  minds 
Feel  the  repofe  which  Virtue  finds  ; 
May  truft  and  confidence  in  thee. 
From  apprehenfions  fet  them  free  ; 
To  thee  may  all  their  wiflies  tend. 
Thou  great  Creator !  gen'ral  friend  ! 
Supreme,  yet  merciful  and  jufl ; 
Our  prefent  joy  and  future  truft : 
The  comfort  of  a  human  breaft. 
The  haven  which  affords  it  reft  ; 
The  God  of  Truth,  whom  all  adore. 
Who  ftudioufly  thy  works  explore  ; 
To  higheft  pitch  our  zeal  they  raife. 
To  celebrate  thy  glorious  praife. 
Thy  creatures  thus  enraptur'd  fing, 
*'  Glory  to  God,  Eternal  King  !" 


Ma  H  Y  M  N 


C    84   ] 


HYMN     TO     A  D  \'  E  R  S  I  T  Y. 


A> 


.DVERSITY  !  the  Great  mull  bend  to  thee. 
From  thy  domain,  no  fovcrcign  pow'r  is  free  ; 
Thou  fource  of  earthly  terrors!  awful  fear! 
Wlio  rulfl  with  iron  rod,  and  brow  fevere  : 
All  feel  the  weight  of  thy  opprefFive  hand. 
And  none  can  check  thee,  or  thy  pow'r  withRand. 
Tiiy  liarfli  decrees  are  med'cines  to  tlie  Soul, 
Which  can  the  mod  obdurate  heart  control] ; 
Tho'  painful,  yet  fubdue  malignant  pride, 
And  by  their  aid  our  minds  are  purified. 
Thy  waters  like  the  falutary  Nile, 
By  overflowing,  fruftify  the  foil  ; 
Grant  that  to  me  the  deluge  may  impart. 
Its  fruitful  gifts  to   rcftify  my  heart. 

Oh! 
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Oh  !  may  my  mind  th'  ordeal  fire  fuflain, 
Endure  the  torments^  and  e'en  fmile  on  pain 
Great  is  the  conflift,  yet  the  conquefl  fure. 
If  arm'd  with  fortitude,  and  Virtue  pure^ 


CITY        SPLENDOR, 


TOWN         ECLOGUE. 


Mr.     wealthy. 


Wi 


ELL  !  now  my  dear,  beloved  Wife, 
We  mufl  extend  our  plan  of  life. 
How  will  our  country  coufins  flare. 
To  fee  me  foon  a  great  Lord-May 'r  I 


Mr  s. 


[     86     1 

Mrs.     wealthy. 

The  rich  State-Coach  you  will  not  grace, 
Adorn'd  by  Chaplain,  Sword,  and  Mace. 
As  for  myfelf,  the  golden  Chain 
I  mull  confefs  will  make  me  vain  ; 
And  then  how  mucli  (liall  be  delighted, 
When  by  his  Majefty  you're  knighted  ! 
Adieu  now  to  my  one  horfe  chair, 
I'll  .have  a  Coach  to  take  the  air. 
With  fpeed  we'll  quit  vile  Wormwood-Street, 
And  decorate  our  Country-feat ; 
The  Houfe  muft  be  entirely  furnifh'd. 
And  all  the  Glaffes,  gilt  and  burnifh'd. 

M  R.      WEALTHY. 

Figures  I'll  buy  to  grace  the  nitches, 
And  make  canals  of  all  the  ditches  ; 
Which,  flor'd  with  various  kinds  of  fifli, 
On  Sundays  may  afford  a  difli, 


The 
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The  Sheriffs  richly  to  regale, 
With  Poultry,  Beef,  and  Yorkfhire  Ale. 
Thus  much  I  promife  all  my  party, 
An  Englifli  welcome,  rough  and  hearty. 

Mrs.      wealthy. 

Indeed,  my  dear  !  you  fliock  my  fight; 

I  fear  you'll  never  grow  polite. 

I,  to  be  fure,  was  born  a  heirefs. 

And  fit  to  be  a  Lady-May'refs  ; 

But  as  for  you,  with  all  your  riches. 

You  wear  fuch  dirty  Leather-Breeches  ; , 

And  fuch  a  frightful  fliabby  wig. 

It  looks  like  briflles  of  a  Pig. 

Your  Day-Book  and  your  Ledger  feem,. 

To  be  your  mod  engaging  theme. 

What  need  fo  often  to  repeat, 

Your  expectations  of  the  Fleet ! 

And  then  you  talk  fo  much  of  Trade, . 

Boafling  your  debts  are  punftual  paid: 


Which 
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Which  is  not  now  at  all  the  fafliion. 

Mr.      wealthy. 

You  really  put  me  in  a  pafTion. 
Politenefs  is  an  empty  name: 
On  Riches  I  depend  for  fame. 

Mrs.      wealth  Y. 

With  all  your  mighty  boafled  wealth. 
You  neither  tafte  of  peace  or  health. 
I  hate  extravagance  and  wafle, 
Yet  like  things  in  the  modern  tadc. 
Your  Father's  nicaniids  you  inherit. 
And  have  no  proper  pride  or  fpirit. 
When  at  the  Manfion-Houfc  I  live. 
Such  Entertainments  I  will  give. 
And  fuch  a  Lord-Mav'rs  feall  and  ball. 
As  fliall  delight  the  crouded  hall. 
No  Barbers,  Clowns,  or  paltry  Singers, 
Or  Pick-Pockets  with  nimble  fingers, 


FU 
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"But  people  of  the  firfl  degree. 
Shall  form  the  brilliant  company. 

Mr.      wealthy. 

We  mufl:  not  break  eftablifli'd  rules. 
To  banifh  Knaves,  Poltroons,  or  Fools ; 
The  Aldermen  mull  hold  their  place, 
Andferve  the  Cavalcade  to  grace; 
By  help  of  whom,  the  Lord-May'rs  day. 
Will  City  confequence  difplay  ; 
The  Common-Council  are  invited. 
And  all  their  families  delighted. 
Our  Barges  are  extremely  fine, 
Blefs  me  !  what  plenty  when  we  dine. 
The  liquor  like  a  mighty  ocean, 
Affords  an  inexhauftlefs  potion, 
Of  which  we  quaff  like  eager  fifli ; 
Like  Cormorants  attack  each  difh  ; 
Tranfported  by  our  happy  fare. 
Talk  Politics,  Eat,  Drink,  and  Swear. 

N  Mrs. 
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Mrs.      wealthy. 

I  hate  diefe  kind  of  brutal  feafts, 
Lefs  fit  for  Men  tlian  favage  beafls  ; 
Below  the  brute  creation  funk. 
When  by  intemperance  they're  drunk. 

Mr.     wealthy. 

I  rauft  confefs  'tis  very  wrong, 

Thofe  faults  to  Citizens  belong  ; 

We  glory  in  our  Cent,  per  Cent, 

On  profit  ever  found  intent ; 

And  laugh  at  vain  ideal  fchemes, 

Fi6litious  fancies,  idle  dreams. 

Chimeras  of  the  ton,  and  tafie. 

And  fpendthrifis  fortunes  foon  laid  wafle : 

Marking  the  fall  and  rife  of  (locks, 

We  keep  our  deeds  in  iron  box. 


M  r  s. 
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Mrs.      wealthy. 

Pray  when  fhall  Juliet  come  from  France  ? 
On  Eafler-Monday  how  fhe'U  dance  ! 
I  think  my  dear,  we'll  fetch  her  over ; 
Or  meet  her  when  fhe  comes  to  Dover ; 
Her  education  is  complete. 
And  for  her  height,  'tis  near  fix  feet. 

Mr.    wealthy. 
How  much  of  all  her  charms  you  boaft ! 

Mrs.     wealthy. 

I  could  engage  fhe'll  be  a  toafL 
Juliet  is  quite  her  mother's  daughter. 
And  will  occafion  defp'rate  flaughter ; 
For,  as  you  know,  when  I  was  young, 
My  beauty  did  not  pafs  unfung  : 
I  always  made  a  mighty  fhew. 
And  hop'd  to  gain  an  Earl  or  Beau. 

N  2  But 
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But  after  all  my  care  and  pains, 
My  father  fought  fubftantial  gains  ; 
And  threaten'd  his  fevere  difpleafure. 
If  I  refus'd  your  worfliip's  treafure. 
Thus,  in  the  prime  and  pride  of  life,. 
I  was  compell'd  to  be  your  wife. 
Nor  fliould  I  murmur  at  my  lot. 
If  you  your  vulgar  ways  forgot ; 
And  was  for  Magiftracy  fit. 
With  grace  and  dignity  to  fit. 
I  cannot  but,  my  dear,  declare, 
That  now  I  wifii,  you  wore  your  Hair* 
Your  aukward  Taylor  has  no  tafle  ; 
Your  clothes  mufl^  be  fuperbly  lac'd. 
Yet,  after  all,  you'll  look  fo  rough. 
To  my  rich  gems,  and  filver  fluff. 
Methinks,  I  fee  the  fervants  wait. 
To  follow  us  to  Court  in  flate. 
King  of  the  City  !  what  a  found  ! 
Myfelf  the  Queen  !  my  head  turns  round  ! 


My 
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My  Daughter  too,  the  Princefs  Royal ! 
I  hope  our  fubjecls  will  be  loyal. 
Inlifl  in  Freedom's  glorious  caufe  ; 
The  furell  means  to  gain  applaufe.. 

Mr.     wealthy. 

Of  Cafh  I  have  fuch  wondVous  plenty. 

That  Earls  or  Dukes,  I'd  purchafe  twenty; 

And  therefore  have  no  caufe  to  fpare, 

My  riches  to  exalt  my  heir  ; 

So  that  I  am  refolv'd  to  fpend. 

My  money  with  a  cheerful  friend. 

At  Newington  I  mean  to  build 

A  Drawing-Room,  with  pictures  fill'd  ; 

Then  I'll  pull  down  that  odious  palings 

And  have  fome  wooden  Chinefe  railing  ; 

That  we  may  fee  the  road  with  eafe ; 

Which  all  our  vifitors  will  pleafe. 

Upon  our  fpacious  rural  lawn. 

We'll  keep  fome  flieep,  and  feed  tlie  fliwn  : 


Some 
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Some  able  workman  (hall  repair. 

The  ruins  and  the  root-houfe  chair. 

I  have  my  eye  on  Farmer  Craddock, 

To  buy  his  fields  to  make  a  Paddock. 

How  very  great  a  paddock  founds. 

Well  (lord  with  deer,  and  flocks,  and  hounds  ! 

When  I  have  gain'd  fufficient  treafure, 

I  then  will  be  a  man  of  pleafure  ; 

Build  and  rebuild,  plant  and  lay  wafte. 

Agreeable  to  the  rules  of  tafte  ; 

The  country  air  will  make  me  healthy. 

And  who  fo  great  as  Sir  John  Wealthy  ! 


I' 


ODE. 
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a        D        E. 


J.  N  this  terreftrial  fleeting  ftate. 

This  fluftuating  fcene, 
Let  me  the  due  advantage  make,. 

Inftrudions  ever  glean. 

From  Folly  and  the  fnares  of  Art, 

Duplicity  defpife ; 
Learn  the  true  worth  of  modefl  fenfe, 

Efleera  the  good  and  wife^ 

By  Vanity  and  Tyrant  Pride, 

Be  taught  to  hate  vain  fliow  ;  ■ 

Refign  myfelf  to  Reafon's  pow'r. 
With  genuine  Virtue  glow. 


From 
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From  Av'rice  and  lier  fordid  train. 
Weigh  the  true  ufe  of  Pelf; 

Dilate  my  heart,  and  teach  my  foul 
To  look  beyond  itfelf. 

From  Raflmcfs,  gain  the  glorious  art. 
To  know  in  what  confifts, 

The  pow'r  invincible  to  gain. 
Which  all  attacks  refills. 

May  bafe  Ingratitude,  and  Guilt, 
Caprice,  and  proud  difdain, 

Infpirc  my  heart  with  purpofe  fix'd. 
The  better  path  to  gain. 

From  thofe  who  feem  exempt  from  Care, 
And  fickle  Fortune's  pow'r. 

Be  warn'd  with  confidence  to  hope 
Beyond  the  prefent  hour. 


Purfu 


m 


g 
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Purfuing  thus  the  thorny  maze. 
Sure  profit  hence  (hall  find  ; 

From  others  weaknefs,  gather  ftrengtji 
To  fortify  my  mind ! 


To     Mrs.     V  A  U  G  H  A  N, 


I 


N  ev'ry  flate,  and  ev'ry  point  of  view. 
Thy  fterling  worth  is  to  the  balance  true  ; 
As  Parent,  Wife,  and  Friend,  it  bears  the  tefl:. 
And  when  the  moft  is  tried,  acquitted  belt ; 
In  times  like  thefe,  when  vanities  prevail. 
And  love  maternal  is  an  idle  tale. 
How  wifely  doft  thou  ftem  the  current  ftream, 
Nor  art  involv'd  in  the  delufive  dream. 
The  fafhionable  mother  flights  the  care 
Of  her  young  offspring,  with  affefted  air  ; 

O  Divides 
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Divides  her  time  'twixt  Op'raSj  Plays,  Romance, 
A  gaming  Party,  or  a  midnight  Dance. 
From  fountains  fo  impure,  mufl  finely  flow 
Streams  quite  congenial  to  the  lakes  below. 
Hence  are  deriv'd  thofe  vapours  which  infeft 
The  atmofphere  of  Life,  with  dire  effed. 
Hence  too  proceeds  the  loud  domeflic  flrife. 
The  faithlefs  Friend,  and  the  inconftant  Wife* 
Far  diff'rent  is  the  plan  purfu'd  by  thee; 
From  vain  parade,  and  affeftation  free. 
The  Olive  branches  which  furround  thy  board. 
Emblems  of  peace,  with  native  grace  are  ftor'd  ; 
The  bright  example  of  thy  tafte  and  flcill. 
In  their  young  minds  will  filial  love  inflill ; 
From  thee,  deriving  elegance  and  eafe. 
Like  the  Original,  will  ever  pleafe. 


The 
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The     beatitudes 

PARAPHRASTIC  ALLY     VERSIFIED. 

With  Moral  Reflections. 


T 


HUS  fpake  our  Saviour,  "  Bleffed  are  the  meek, 
*'  And  thofe  who  Righteoufnefs  with  ardour  feek. 
"  Bleft  is  the  mourner,  he  fhall  find  repofe, 
*'  And  calm  contentment  fiiall  fucceed  his  woes. 
"  Bleft  are  the  peace-makers,  and  foes  to  ftrife, 
"  And  thofe  who  thirft  for  everlafling  Life. 
*' Bleffed  are  they  who  patiently  endure; 
*'  For  their  inheritance  in  Heav'n  is  fure. 
^'  Bleft  are  the  merciful,  foredoom'd  to  gain 
*«  Their  juft  reward  like  mercy  to  obtain. 
"  Bleft  are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  they  fliall  fee 
**  Their  great  Creator  in  his  Majefty. 

O  2  '•'  Bleffed 
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"  BlefTed  are  ye,  when  men  to  hurt  ye  feek, 

"  And  for  my  fake  revile,  and  evil  fpeak ; 

"  Rejoice,  be  glad  in  heart,  for  fo  of  old 

"  Prophets  were  treated,  by  the  vain  and  bold. 

•'  In  Heav'n  alone  a  recompence  is  found  ; 

"  Which  great  Eternity,  not  Time  can  bound." 

Do  thefe  Beatitudes,  vain  Man  !  impart 

SubRantial  joys  to  thy  perverted  heart  ? 

Does  Cliriftian  patience  fortify  thy  creed. 

To  yield  thee  comfort  in  the  hour  of  need? 

Does  lively  Faith,  fair  Charity,  and  Peace, 

Secure  true  blefhngs,  and  thy  hopes  encreafe  ? 

Does  Meeknefs,  Mercy,  attributes  divine. 

In  all  thy  aftions  with  refplendence  fhine  ? 

Say,  does  not  Pride,  Ingratitude,  and  Sin, 

By  falfe  allurements,  thy  affeftions  win? 

Does  zeal  for  Wealth,  or  Righteoufnefs  prevail  ? 

Do  not  temptations  with  fuccefs  affail  ? 

Doft  thou  not  yield  ?  no  firm  refiftance  make  ? 

Will  not  thy  Tempter  due  advantage  take? 


His 
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His  fole  Dominion  in  the  fhades  of  guilt ; 

And  hope  of  triumph,  on  Rebellion  built. 

Would'ft  thou,  Oh  Man  !  but  fruftrate  his  defigrr. 

And  call  in  aid  Omnipotence  divine ; 

In  vain  his  arroM'S,  level'd  at  thy  peace, 

Would  flrive  to  wound  thee,  their  effecl  mufl  ceafe  ! 

Howe'er  befet  by  Sorrows  baleful  train. 

Religious  hope  can  ev'ry  woe  fuftain  •, 

Direft  the  means  t'avert  impending  ill. 

By  acquiefcence  to  the  facred  will ; 

Teach  thee  to  think  that  Providence  will  fend 

No  feeming  evil,  but  for  fome  wife  end  ; 

To  ferve  fome  purpofe,  operate  fome  plan 

Conducive  to  the  good  of  fallen  Man. 

From  hence  fabmit,  nay  e'en  adore  the  rod, 

In  flricl  obedience  to  the  will  of  God  ; 

Serve  him  with  zealous  works,  religious  awe. 

And  acl  confiflent  with  his  facred  law  : 

In  him,  as  Lord  of  all,  with  ardour  trult, 

Whofe  Pow'r  is  boundlefs,  and  whofe  Judgments  juft. 

ODE 
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ODE     TO     THE     MOON. 

X  O  thee,  fair  regent  of  the  Night, 
I  dedicate  my  lays  ; 
Thy  filver  beams,  reflefted  light. 
Excite  our  love  and  praife  ! 

Sequefler'd  from  the  beams  of  Day, 

The  midnight  awful  fcene 
Converts  the  mind,  by  nature  gay. 

To  profpe6ls  more  ferene. 

Above  each  vain  terreftrial  art 

Of  Life's  perplexing  care. 
Thy  genuine  graces  ftrike  the  heart. 

Free  from  delufive  glare. 


This 
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This  ufeful  lefTon  they  inftil. 
That  modeft  Virtues  fhine  ; 

Like  thee  the  conftant  courfe  fulfil. 
With  majefly  divine. 


A     MORAL     ESSAY. 


To     the     Author's     Sister. 


A< 


.CCEPT  th'  efFufion  of  a  faithful  heart. 
Replete  with  gratitude,  devoid  of  art ; 
Nor  thou  difdain  the  tributary  tear 
Which  flows  from  Friendfliip's  eye,  with  love  fincere» 
Ah  !  what  avails  this  energy  of  grief ! 
Where,  my  Conflantia,  is  the  wifli'd  relief? 
Oh !  deign  to  liflen  to  my  ardent  pray'r. 
That  thou  the  befl  of  Heavens  gifts  may  fnare ! 

To 
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To  add  a  zeit  to  all  thy  other  joys. 
May  health  be  thine  ;  the  want  of  which  deftroys 
All  .  .rthly  blifs,  and  ev'ry  good  annoys. 
From  thee,  no  flatt'ring  hopes  I  need  conceal ; 
To  thee,  fecurely,  may  my  fears  reveal. 
To  parts  fuperior  I  make  no  pretence. 
Virtue  my  only  boafl,  and  common  fenfe. 
Denied  external  chaj-ms,  my  better  part 
Lies  deep  conccal'd  ;  the  rcftitude  of  heart ; 
Which  common  forms  difdains,  that  tend  to  cheat 
The  human  judgment,  and  fair  truth  defeat. 
No  guide  but  Prudence,  to  direft,    and  fleer 
My  courfe  thro'  life,  her  precepts  I  revere, 
Dirc61ed  thus  by  her  unerring  laws. 
My  aftions  oft  acquire  deferv'd  applaufe ; 
Or,  if  they  ne'er  receive  the  tribute  due. 
Unwearied,  I  will  flill  her  paths  purfue. 
The  joys  of  Life,  like  bloflbms  nipt  by  Froft, 
Deceive  my  views,  and  ere  I  grafp  are  loft. 
Yet  Hope  ftill  beams  upon  my  drooping  mind ; 
The  only  ray  of  comfort  I  can  find. 


To 
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To  cheer  my  pafiTage  thro'  this  vale  of  care. 

Remove  my  doubts,  and  diffipate  defpair. 

Oh  Hope  !  thou  emanation  from  above, 

I  feel  thy  cheering  beams,  and  gracious  love. 

Firm  Faith  and  Charity,  with  thee  combin'd. 

In  holy  unifon,  direft  the  mind. 

Faith  whifpers  peace  to  the  afflifted  bread. 

Sweet  harbinger  of  joy,  and  tranquil  reft  ; 

Renews  its  truft  in  God,  whofe  pow'rful  arm. 

Can  Malice,  and  our  fecret  foes  difarra. 

Whofe  word  can  ftill  the  raging  of  the  Sea, 

Relieve  th'  opprefs'd,  and  fet  the  pris'ner  free. 

Alas,  Conftantia  !  little  it  avails 

Whether  our  prefent  hope  fucceeds  or  fails. 

A  future  Hate  will  reconcile  our  fears, 

Difpel  our  doubts,  anxieties,  and  tears. 

Whence  then  does  Death  in  horrid  forms  appear. 

And  caft  around  fuch  wild  terrific  fear? 

Each  human  ill  his  editis  can  affuage, 

Difarm  the  Tyrant,  and  fubdue  his  rage  ; 

P  What 
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What  tho'  his  arm  be  rais'd  to  ftrike  the  blow. 
And  unrelenting,  his  (harp  arrows  throw  ? 
Tho'  fatally  transfixt  within  the  heart. 
Whence  the  regret  from  earthly  pain  to  part? 
'Tis  but  his  miniflry  to  break  the  chain 
Which  clofe  confines  us  to  this  World  of  pain. 
When  we  behold  the  fpace  where  Heroes  lie. 
We  pay  the  tribute  of  a  tear,  or  figh ; 
Yet  with  the  profpeft  ceafes  the  regret, 
Tho'  all  mull  pay  th'  inevitable  debt. 
Say,  dear  Conflantia,  if  th'  engaging  ties 
Of  focial  duties,  which  the  vain  defpife. 
Extend  our  profpefts  to  th'  expanfive  bound, 
Where  mutual  love,  and  innocence  are  found? 
Rich  in  the  gifts  which  Fortune  cannot  fhake. 
An  union  permanent,  no  ftorms  can  break. 
A  Parent,  whofe  diffufive,  tender  heart. 
Would,  for  her  friend,  with  cv'ry  blelTmg  part ; 
She  who  will  praife,  where  praife  feems  fcarcely  due. 
And  bring  forth  latent  worth,  to  public  view; 

She 
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She  who  relunftantly  would  fpeak  to  blame. 
Who  rather  feeks  to  fpread  deferved  fame  ; 
She  who  in  Charity  with  all  men  lives. 
Grateful  receives,  as  cheerfully  fhe  gives. 
Her  tendernefs  may  filial  love  repay, 
And  Ihine  refplendent  to  her  lateft  day  ! 
May  Love,  cemented  by  its  flrongeft  bands, 
Unite  our  hearts,  and  ever  join  our  hands  ! 
In  ev'ry  ftate  let  this  defire  be  mine. 
To  tafte  of  Friendfhip,  as  fmcere  as  thine ! 


P  2  DAPHNE 
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DAPHNE     AND     THE     POET. 


An         ode. 


DAPHNE. 


D 


'ear  Poet,  deign  in  tuneful  lays, 
My  merits  to  rehearfe ; 
My  beauty  and  acquirements  fing. 
In  fweet  harmonious  verfe. 

The  Lily  and  the  Rofe  unite 
To  form  my  pleafing  face ; 

Silk  will  defcribe  my  flowing  hair, 
Adorn'd  with  wond'rous  grace. 


To 
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To  Stars,  or  Di'monds  dazzling  hue. 
Compare  my  fparkling  eyes ; 

Pronounce  me  elegant,  and  fair. 
Good  humour'd,  witty,  wife. 

Whene'er  I  warble  plaintive  flrainS;^ 
Or  touch  the  founding  Lyre, 

Thou  mufl  extol  my  tafte  and  fkill ; 
Let  me  thy  verfe  infpire  ! 

POET. 

Vain  Daphne,  why  doft  thou  impofe 

On  me,  who  am  fincere, 
Th'  unwelcome  talk,  to  check  thy  pride 

By  Satire  moll  fevere  ? 

No  Rofes  bloom  upon  thy  Cheek, 
No  luftre  fires  thine  Eye  ; 

Defeftive  in  thy  mental  part. 
In  thee  no  graces  vie. 


No 
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No  liarmony  attends  thy  Tong, 

Thou'ft  learnt  the  art  by  rote  ; 

I  blufh  whene'er  thy  fcreaming  voice. 
Retails  the  Raven's  note. 

The  founds  difcordant  yield  difguft. 
No  tranfports  hence  infpire  ; 

In  thee  to  fue  for  fweet  applaufe. 
Proves  but  a  vain  defire. 

DAPHNE. 

Why,  meaneft  of  the  tuneful  choir, 
Dofl  thou  fo  much  affume  ? 

To  punifh  infolence  like  thine. 
With  grace  I  will  prefume. 

Doft  thou  not  know  my  high  degree, 
And  great  intrinfic  worth  ? 

Endow'd  with  riches,  fenfe,  and  tafle, 
And  true  illuftrious  birth. 


POEJ. 


[  111  ] 

POET. 

Say,  Trifler,  does  it  aught  avail 
What  blood  fupplies  thy  veins, 

Whilft  there  is  trac'd  within  thy  mind 
Foul  intelleftual  ftains  ? 

Ah  !  what  avail  thy  brilliant  gems, 
And  riches  mofl  immenfe  ? 

If  thou  with  ignorance  abound. 
And  want  ingenuous  fenfe. 

The  World  is  a  bewitching  fnare. 
And  afts  the  Tempter's  part  -^ 

Alas !  too  often  it  fucceeds. 

Too  oft  corrupts  the  heart. 

Thy  frail  and  unfufpefting  Youth 

Is  led  aflray  by  Fools ; 
Befet  with  Sycophants,  thy  heart 

Submits  to  erring  rules. 


Yield 
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Yield  to  Reflexion's  fov'reign  pow'r  ; 

Lifl^en  to  Reafon's  voice ; 
Forfaking  Folly's  dang'rous  maze. 

Let  candour  be  thy  choice. 

Attend  to  dilates  which  proceed, 

.From  no  defires  malign  ; 
Oh  !  hear  the  language  of  the  heart. 
And  be  convidion  thine. 


To 
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To  a  Young   GENTLEMAN   at  Eton. 

V_TO  on,  dear  youth!  deep  Learning's  path  purfuCji 

And  keep  her  golden  treafures  flill  in  view  ; 

Search  with  attention  for  the  fliining  ore, 

Its  latent  qualities*  with  care  explore  ; 

Learn  all  their  diff'rent  properties  and  ufe. 

And  gain  the  depth  of  fubjefts  moft  abflrufe. 

Fair  Science  is  the  clue  by  which  we  find 

Th'  intricate  lab'rinth  of  the  human  mind. 

Perufe  great  Nature's  book,  and  her  wife  laws,. 

And  in  each  page  trace  the  Creative  Caufe. 

This  will  expand  and  animate  thy  foul,. 

Extinguifli  malice,  vanity  controll. 

With  caution  fix  and  chufe  the  better  part ; 

Ever  maintain  integrity  of  heart ; 

Q  Let 
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Let  fympathetic  feelings  urge  thee  flrong. 
To  afts  of  kindnefs  never  in  the  wrong. 
Be  this  the  Ilructure  of  thy  future  plan. 
And  dedicate  to  God  the  temple — Man. 


A     FAMILIAR     EPISTLE 


T  o     M I  s  s         C       O       K       E       R. 


Y. 


OU  challenge  me  to  write  in  Rhyme, 
Tho'  I  have  neither  fenfe  or  time  : 
Nor  can  I  well  the  boon  refufe. 
So  thus  invoke  the  facred  Mufe. 
Hail !  gentle  Clio  !  form  the  verfe. 
In  numbers  mufical  and  terfe  ; 
Diffufe  thy  foftnefs  o'er  each  line, 
Friendfhip  and  Love,  with  grace  combine  ! 


In 
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In  vain  I  ftrlve  to  bring  things  pat  in. 

And  have  recourfe  to  French  and  Latin: 

Yet  fear  that  I  at  laft  muft  feek, 

A  firm  ally  in  ancient  Greek. 

Or  grown  perhaps  quite  gay  and  airy, 

Addrefs  bright  Oberon  the  Fairy, 

To  take  me  in  his  pigmy  train. 

Of  his  light  fhackles  proud  and  vain ; 

Reclin'd  on  bank  of  Afphodel, 

Hearing  thy  note,  fweet  Philomel ! 

With  dulcet  tones  enrich  my  fong, 

For  fuch  alone  to  thee  belong. 

Or  fipping  of  the  midnight  dew,.  - 

In  Acorn  cup,  or  Vi'let  blue. 

The  magic  orgies  nightly  keep^ 

Whilft  mortals  are  abforb'd  in  fleep. 

When  thus  I  paus'd the  Mufe  reply'd, 

"  All  vain  pretenders  I  deride  : 
**  'Tis  not  to  take  a  Pen  and  Ink, 
*'  And  fit  thee  down  intent  to  think, 

Q2  "  With 
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"  With  fine  gilt  paper,  filver  flandifli, 

"  And  lofty  plume  with  grace  to  brandifli, 

*'  That  ^\  ill  exprefs  a  thought  complete, 

"  Or  raife  it  on  heroic  feet! 

"  I  fliould  prefer  a  Garreteer, 

"  Who  writes  with  Chalk  or  dregs  of  Beer ; 

"  Whofe  lines  on  fcraps  arc  badly  writ, 

**  The  remnants  of  negle6led  wit^ 

"  Hear  Miy  decree,  nor  ever  write, 

'•'  Unlefs  good-fcnfe  the  lays  indite. 

*•■  In  works  of  fancy  fpcnd  thy  time, 

"  Nor  ever  more  attempt  to  rhyme ; 

*'  The  needle  thou  canfl:  wield  with  fkill, 

"  Which  time  and  vapours  fare  will  kill. 

"  If  thou  this  edift  wilt  not  brook,. 

"  And  flill  defire  to  read  a  Book, 

"  Enough  has  been  already  wrote, 

*'  For  thee  to  copy  or  to  quote." 

Thus  ended  her  fevere  difcourfe, 

Which  ftruck  my  mind  with  poignant  force : 


Yet 
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Yet  fummond -courage  to  reply. 
Why  doft  thou  fpurn  me  ?  tell  me  why, 
Moft  cruel  Clio  !  or  refufe. 
To  be  my  patronizing  Mufe  ? 
Didft  thou  but  know,  as  well  as  me. 
My  Laura's  manners  kind  and  free. 
Thou  wouldd  not  then  rejeft  my  fuit. 
Or  doom  me  to  be  ever  mute  : 
The  mere  narration  of  her  worth. 
May  well  fupply  my  fancy's  deartR  ; 
The  pleafing  qualities  I  find. 
Implanted  in  her  tender  mind, 
Afk  not  the  foreign  aid  of  verfe. 
Their  various  merits  to  rehearfe ; 
But  wrote  in  plain  and  fimple  profe. 
Will  clearly  their  own  worth  difclofe. 
Thus  I  thy  mandate  will  obey. 
Nor  ever  more  attempt  to  lay 
An  off 'ring  at  thy  golden  fhrine. 
But  Willows  round  my  temples  twine. 


ODE 
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ODE. 


»3AY,  can  that  word  that's  wrote  or  fpoke 

Some  tender  mark  to  hit, 
Deferve  the  pleafing  term  of  joke. 

Or  femblance  bear  of  Wit  ? 

When  Vice  or  Folly  we  deteft. 

We  licence  then  may  crave. 
To  fearch  the  wound,  the  kind  effeft. 

The  patient's  life  to  fave. 

But  when  fome  failing  we  defcry, 

Of  no  offenfive  hue, 
We  fhould  not  gaze  with  Critics  eye. 

Or  bring  it  forth  to  view. 


Each 
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Each  moral  virtue  of  the  mind. 
Each  form  of  outward  grace, 

Depriv'd  of  excellence  we  find. 
If  we  malignly  trace. 


The       TETE        a        TETE, 

Or       fashionable       PAIR: 

Am     Eclogue. 

Sir     CHARLES    MODISH. 

JlVXY  dear  !  this  morning  we  will  take  a  ride  ; 
And  call  on  Lord  Rupee,  and  Lady  Pride. 

Lady 
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Lady      MODISH. 

\Vith  all  my  heart ;  and  bring  them  home  to  dine  ; 
I  like  the  fcheme,  the  weather  is  fo  fine. 
Sir  Charles  !  now  read  the  news  :  pray  who  is  dead  ? 
And  fee  if  Lady  Jane  is  brought  to  bed. 

Sir     CHARLES. 

The  lad  new  Tragedy  was  well  receiv'd  ; 
And  Harrifon  I  fee  is  clear  repriev'd  ; 
Good  Captain  Blufler  hasobtain'd  a  Flag; 
I  hope  he  will  promote  Lieutenant  Brag  ! 
Where  is  my  Chocolate?  the  toafl  is  cold. 
Lord  Squander's  piftures  are,  I  find,  juft  fold. 

Lady     MODISH. 

Indeed  I  fear'd  his  fortune  was  derang'd ; 
Of  late  his  countenance  was  vaftly  changed ; 
Like  a  Barometer  the  face  explains, 
The  fall  and  rife  of  our  uncertain  gains. 


S  I  R 
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Sir      CHARLES. 

He  was  good  natur'd,  and  a  well-bred  Man, 
Yet  feem'd  furrounded  with  a  dang'rous  clan. 
To-morrow  I'm  refolv'd  to  go  to  Town, 
To  fettle  that  affair  with  Captain  Brown. 

Lady     MODISH. 

And  leave  me  quite  alone  in  this  dull  place  ! 
Whilft  you  are  gone,  to  fee  no  human  face  ! 
This  dreary  feafon,  gaiety  befl:  fuits  ; 
'Tis  hard  to  fpend  my  time  with  ruflic  brutes. 

Sir      CHARLES. 

No  caufe  but  bus'nefs  e'er  could  make  me  leave 
Your  Ladyfhip,  whofe  ab fence  I  fhall  grieve  ; 
But  really  our  expences  are  fo  great, 
To  keep  up  the  parade  of  ufelefs  (late, 
'Tis  needful  for  to  live  a  rural  life, 
Tho'  with  my  inclination  oft  at  ftrife. 

R  My 
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My  Steward  plagues  me  with  his  loud  complaint. 

Enough  to  tire  the  patience  of  a  faint, 

With  fuch  a  catalogue  of  human  ills. 

Repairs,  Subfcriptions,  and  long  Tradefmen's  Bills  ; 

The  Land-Tax  is  fo  high,  the  Stocks  fo  low^ 

And  for  my  credit,  'tis,  alas ! — fo  fo  ! 

Tho'  hard  my  lot,  I  muft  avoid  a  worfe. 

And  e'en  confent  to  put  m'  Eftate  to  nurfe* 

Lady      MODISH. 

How  cruel  is  my  fate !  how  great  the  fall ! 
So  large  my  fortune,  yet  my  jointure  fmall. 
Then  my  precedence  is,  alas !  fo  low. 
That  even  Citizens  before  me  go. 
A  Lady-May'refs,  e'en  as  good  as  me, 
Tho' her  weak  hufband  may  retail  Bohea. 

Sir     CHARLES: 

Nay,  pray  my  Lady  !  ceafe  to  be  fo  loud  ; 
Nor  of  your  confequence  be  yet  fo  proud  ; 


The 


C     ^23     ] 

The  fortune  which  you  boaft,  was  bafely  won. 
And  by  your  Father's  gains,  Lord  George  undone. 
Women  of  higheft  rank  fo  thoughtlefs  live. 
They  nought  but  forrow,  and  vexation  give^ 
-In  diffipated  fcenes,  they  fpend  their  time. 
Infants  in  fenfe,  tho'  oft  in  years  pafl  prime. 

Lady      MODISH. 

In  vain,  Sir  Charles  !  you  drive  my  heart  to  vex  ; 
I  will  revere  and  vindicate  my  fex. 
Deign  but  to  afl-i,  where  Female  grace  is  feen, 
I  thus  reply,  in  cur  benignant  Queen  ! 
In  her,  the  Mother,  and  the  Wife,  we  find. 
Blended  \vith  Majefty,  and  fenfe  refin'd  : 
BleO:  with  a  Monarch's  love,  a  Nation's  praife. 
Her  worth  tranfcendent,  fliall  adorn  my  lays ; 
Not  Faction's  venom  can  her  pow'r  difown. 
Or  Slander  tarnifn  her  illuftrious  throne. 
From  Royal  George,  a  bright  example  take. 
As  good  an  Hufband,  and  a  Father  make. 
And  ftrive  like  him  no  ordinance  to  break. 

R  2  Sir 
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Sir      CHARLES. 

Your  Ladyfliip  with  wond'rous  fl^ill  and  might. 
Brings  flrong  conviftion  for  to  aft  aright : 
Be  thou  what  Charlotte  is,  and  then  my  heart 
Sure  cannot  fail  to  acl  a  George's  part. 

Lady      MODISH. 

Pray  now.   Sir  Charles  !  explain  your  prefent  view; 
And  for  the  Children  what  will  you  purfue  ? 

Sir      CHARLES. 

As  for  the  Girls  I'll  fend  them  all  to  France, 
Where  they  will  learn  to  chatter  French,  and  dance : 
But  if  you  like  it  better,  or  as  well, 
I'll  have  at  home,  a  modern  Mad'moifelle. 
The  Boys  I  mean  to  thrive  by  Trade  or  Law  ; 
And  bring  them  up  with  due  refpeft  and  awe. 
Charles,  who  I  think  is  fomething  like  an  Afs, 
May  do,  perhaps,  at  Bombay  or  Madrafs. 

L  A  D   V 
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Lady      MODISH. 

In  Britain  bred,  in  Britain  freely  born,. 

A  foreign  education  hence  I  fcorn. 

Will  foreign  teachers,  Englifh  minds  expand. 

And  paint  the  beauties  of  our  native  land  ? 

Will  they  not  (hive  to  alienate  the  Heart, 

And  gain  new  profelytes  with  labour'd  art? 

Will  they  not  deem  it  herefy  to  teach 

Minds  that  have  fled  from  Superflition's  reach  ? 

Knowledge  fo  gain'd,  is  purchas'd  much  too  dear; 

Such  meafures  I  oppofe,  with  heart  fincere. 

The  Boys,  I  truft,  by  induftry  will  rife. 

And  all  be  happy,  fortunate,  or  wife ; 

As  for  poor  Charles,  I  can't  endure  the  plan, 

Tho'  rich  as  Crxfus,  or  as  Kouli  Kan  ; 

I  hate  a  Nabob's  great  and  ill  got  wealth. 

Bought  at  th'expence  of  peace  and  precious  health  ; 

If  they  return  with  treafures  vail  of  gold, 

Confcience  upbraids  them,  nor  e'er  quits  her  hold  ; 

The 
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Tlie  poifon'd  Dagger,  and  the  tainted  Bowl, 
Are  ever  prefent  to  the  guiky  foul : 
Remember  Harpax,  thy  unhappy  friend ; 
How  Jplendid  was  his  life  ! — how  fad  his  end  ! 

Sir      CHARLES. 

Yoa  think  too  clofcly  ;  weigh  each  point  and  grain ; 

Which  ill  accords  with  more  fubftaniial  gain. 

As  for  myfelf,  a  Patriot  I  will  turn, 

Yet  for  my  private  good  with  ardour  burn ; 

Oppofe  the  minifler  in  all  his  views. 

And  make  my  fortune  in  the  way  I  chufe. 

Lady     MODISH. 

Fiftitious  Patriots  area  fix'd  difgrace. 

And  found  too  oft  but  Statefmen  out  of  place  ; 

Like  Reynard  in  the  Fable,  gafp  for  Pow'r, 

And  only  yelp  becaufe  the  Grapes  are  four. 

For  Liberty  they  roar  like  idle  boys. 

Which  they  mifufe  as  Children  do  their  toys. 

Licentious 
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Licentious  Freedom  is  the  gift  they  afk, 
"Which  wears,  fweet  Liberty  !  thy  pleafing  mafk. 

Sir      CHARLES. 

But,  lift  I  I  think  I  hear  the  Children's  noife  : 
How  I  am  plagued  with  chatt'ring  Girls  and  Boys  I 

Lady      MODISH. 

To  yoUj  I  muft  confefs  their  infant  founds. 
Are  not  fo  pleafing  as  your  Dice  or  Hounds. 
Sir  Charles,  I  wonder  you  didike  their  talk. 
Their  op'ning  reafon  you  opprefs  and  balk. 

Sir     CHARLES. 

The  Nurfery's  beft  fuited  to  their  plays, 
I  hate  tTie  fufs  of  all  their  childifli  ways; 
At  Meals  efpecially  I  will  be  quiet. 
And  where  they  are,  there  is  perpetual  riot. 


Lady 
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Lady     MODISH. 

Alas !  you  hate  the  matrimonial  life, 
Domellic  joys,  and  e'en  your  faithful  Wife  ; 
Your  children  are  a  burthen,  and  your  home 
A  cheerlefs  place,  and  melancholy  dome. 

Sir     CHARLES. 

I  never  will  forego  the  joys  of  life. 
To  pleafe  a  haughty  or  capricious  Wife. 
The  man  who  lets  a  thoughtlefs  woman  rule. 
Mull  needs  be  deem'd  a  mofl;  egregious  fool. 
My  future  profpefts  I  refign  to  chance,      . 
And  for  the  prefent  will  retire  to  France  : 
The  remedy  you'll  gain  in  legal  courfe, 
A  fep'rate  flipend,  or  a  kind  Divorce. 


To 
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To     Mrs. 


XF  Knowledge,  Piety,  and  Truth,  combin'd 
In  one  intelligent  and  a6iive  mind, 
Deferve  our  pralfe,  the  tribute  muft  be  thine. 
In  whom  collefted,  all  thefe  virtues  fliine. 
Thy  clear  difcernment  and  pervading  foul. 
Sees  not  in  part,  but  comprehends  the  whole. 
Wifdom  to  thee  her  treafures  did  impart, 
Improv'd  and  foften'd  thy  diffufive  heart. 
Bleft  with  thy  friendfhip  may  it  ne'er  expire, 
Still  cheer  my  heart,  and  gratitude  infpire; 
By  thy  example  lir'd,  teach  me  to  run. 
The  paths  of  Virtue,  thofe  of  Vice  to  fliun  ! 


An 
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An  hymn. 

X  E  Seraphs  wrapt  in  holy  fires. 

Who  wing  th'  ethereal  fky, 
Singing  to  Harps  divinely  ftrung, 
"  Glory  to  God  on  high !" 

Blefl  Spirits  who  furround  his  throne. 

The  grateful  tribute  pay ; 
By  adoration  mofl  fublime. 

His  facred  will  obey. 

My  foul,  awake  !  to  Heav'n  afpire, 

Chaunt  thy  Creator's  praife  ; 
Be  warn'd  with  energy  divine. 

And  trace  his  holy  ways. 


No 
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No  hecatombs  of  vidims  flain, 

Or  incenfe  he  defires  ; 
An  heart  devoted,  free  from  flain. 

Is  all  his  love  requires. 

Then  yield  the  pure  oblation  due. 
With  gratitude  fincere ; 

Prefent  thyfelf  with  modeft  hope, 
Unaw'd  by  fervile  fear. 

Can  Men  this  tribute  dare  deny. 
This  off 'ring  ceafe  to  give? 

When  'tis  alone  in  God  they  breathe. 
In  him  they  move,  and  live  ! 

To  him  who  fills  the  boundlefs  fpace. 
With  holy  rev'rence  bend ; 

The  great  difpenfer  of  thy  fate, 
Proteftor,  Source,  and  End  ! 


S  2  The 
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The  following  Lines  were  addrelTed  to  an  amiable  Young 
Lady,  to  lament  being  deprived  of  her  Society  and  Cor- 
refpondence  ;  though  a  mutual  regard  ftill  fubfifls. 


JL  HY  dear  remembrance  never  can  depart, 
Nor  time  or  abfence  tear  it  from  my  heart  ; 
Vain  is  that  Friendfhip,  and  debas'd  the  mind. 
Which  ties  of  gratitude  can  never  bind. 
Hail!   Gratitude  divine  !  of  heav'nly  birth  ! 
Why  art  thou  found  a  fugitive  on  earth  ? 
Where  is  thy  dwelling ?  Art  thou  doom'd  to  roam 
From  Pole  to  Pole,  yet  find  no  friendly  dome  ? 
Ill-fated  maid  !  thy  votaries  withdraw. 
Deny  allegiance  to  thy  facred  law. 
Thy  fpotlefs  altars  few  oblations  grace, 
Thy  favours,  wrote  on  fand,  the  winds  efface. 

Deign 
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Deign  but  to  hear  thy  modefl  fuppliant's  pray'r. 

Let  her  thy  filken  bands  for  ever  wear ! 

Bloffoms  of  Friendfhip  if  they  kindly  {hoot. 

Expand  and  ripen  to  delicious  fruit. 

Alas,  Amanda  !  thofe  which  fprang  of  late 

In  our  foft  hearts,  were  patroniz'd  by  Fate  ; 

The  foil  was  fruitful,  and  the  culture  fair ; 

No  weeds  or  wild  exotics  did  it  bear: 

Like  a  Parterre  of  which  gay  May  is  Queen, 

With  flow'rs  of  innocence  was  ever  feen. 

Child  of  the  Spring  !  and  Summer's  darling  Pride  ! 

Faded  in  Autumn,  and  in  Winter  died  !* 

When  Sol's  bright  beams  withdrew  their  chearing  ray, 

No  more  our  hearts  in  unifon  were  gay. 

Oh  !  may  he  give  our  joys  a  fecond  birth. 

Of  growth  celeftial,  tho'  confign'd  to  Earth. 

In  bloom  perennial,   let  the  fragrance  rife. 

And  yield  fweet  incenfe  to  its  native  lli.ies. 

*   Alluding  to  ihe  fnort  duralion  of  the  Author's  eijjoying  the    focicty  of   hn 
friend,  which  lafted  little  more  than  a  year. 

Oh! 
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Oil !    may  Hygeia  blefs  thee  but  with  health, 

A  gift  fuperior  to  the  greatefl;  wealth  ! 

Difpenfe  her  favours  with  a  lib'ral  hand. 

Grant  the  diffufTive  blefTing  to  expand 

Its  bright  effulgence  o'er  thy  tender  frame. 

Supply  the  vital  Lamp  with  lambent  flame ! 

If  fweet  tranquility  thy  life  attend. 

Thy  virtue  will  fecure  a  peaceful  end. 

Why,  dear  Amanda  !  fliould  thefe  artlefs  lays. 

Aim  to  delineate  thy  defervcd  praife  ? 

Take  all  that  Love  and  Friendfliip  can  impart} 

The  reft  I  leave  to  fympathy  of  heart : 

Read  in  thine  own,  the  tranfcript  found  in  mine. 

No  other  comment need  they  to  refine  ! 


EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 

OnMiss      JENKS, 
Who  Died  Dec.  28,  1778. 


B. 


>LEST  Spirit !  thou  art  fled  to  realms  of  Peace, 
Where  grief  Tub  fides,  and  apprehenfions  ceafe. 
Why  then  are  we  fad  images  of  pain, 
When  thy  reward,  is  everlafting  gain  ? 
May  we  the  hke  acceptance  duly  find. 
Look  forward  to  the  goal,  and  be  refign'd  ! 
Friendfhip  affords  the  tributary  figh. 
The  heart  opprefled,  and  the  ftreaming  eye ; 
Yet  thou  no  more  canfl:  pity  e'er  create, 
Rais'd  to  a  blifsful  and  immortal  flate. 
Hail,  facred  Truth  !  thefe  artlefs  lays  infpire. 
With  holy  diftates  and  celeftial  fire  ; 

Let 
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Let  them  with  energy,  her  gifts  rehearfe, 
Whofe  excellence  tranfcends  the  bounds  of  verfe. 
Record  the  feelings  of  her  tender  heart, 
Which  to  her  friends  did  fympathy  impart ; 
Fix'd  in  her  principles,  yet  not  fevere  ; 
In  thought  fublime,  and  comprehenfion  clear  : 
By  her  was  Charity  with  grace  beftow'd. 
As  from  her  breaft  the  balm  of  pity  flow'd. 
With  unafTefted  eafe  her  ample  foul, 
Difpens'd  Philanthropy  from  Pole  to  Pole. 
The  path  of  life  with  fleady  pace  fhe  trod, 
Follow'd  her  Saviour,  and  relied  on  God  : 
The  mercy  which  fhe  fought,   mod  freely  gave. 
Died  with  fubmilTion,  yet  defied  the  Grave. 
Bright  Luminary  !  now  thy  beams  difplay 
With  pure  effulgence  in  eternal  day  ; 
There  may  thy  luflre  undiminidi'd  fliine, 
Chang'd  from  a  mortal,  to  a  ftate  Divine ! 


On 
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On       friendship, 

AddrelTed  to  the   Author's  Sister. 


B. 


BEHOLD,  dear  Sarah  !  in  thefe  tuneful  lays, 
The  Fruit  of  Friendfliip's  unfufpefted  praife  ; 
Friendfhip  which  cheers  and  animates  the  heart, 
A6ling  in  ev'ry  fcene,  the  faithful  part. 
UnUke  the  fpurious  and  fi6litious  kind, 
Which  blinds  the  judgment,  and  corrupts  the  mind  ; 
Which  prompts  the  heart  reluftantly  to    feel. 
Woes  which  fell  mifery,  and  want  reveal. 
Friendlhip  unfeigned  to  latefl;  times  will  laft, 
Tho'  wintry  florms  the  flatt'ring  profpeds  blaft. 
The  human  mind,  with  fenfe  of  pity  wrought. 
Yields  to  the  force  of  fympathetic  thought : 
Form'd  of  a  texture  which  no  eye  can  trace. 
Folly  and  guilt  its  brightnefs  oft  efface  : 
Apt  to  receive  impreffions,  not  retain, 
Thofe  which  review'd,  caufe  fear  and  endlefs  pain. 

T  Like 
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Like  notes  of  Mufic  bending  to  the  touch, 

Produce  harfh  difcord  if  they're  prefs'd  too  much ; 

Yet  if  the  whole  in  full  accordance  join. 

The  mental  harmony  is  then  divine. 

To  Friendfliip's  heights  with  emulation  foar. 

Virtue  fupreme,  with  anxious  care  explore  ; 

Difdain  the  diftates  which  contra6l  the  foul, 

Reprefs  its  feelings,  or  its  pow'rs  controll. 

'Tis  Diffipation,  which  eludes  the  fight. 

By  tinfel  trappings,  and  delufive  light ; 

Say,  deareft:  Sifter!  if  delights  like  thefe. 

Beyond  the  prefent  moment  ferve  to  pleafe  ? 

Alas !  how  tranfitory  proves  the  ftay. 

Their  fhort  exiftence  fcarce  furvives  a  day  ! 

Far  better  are  the  wife  and  prudent  few. 

Who  to  Eternity  extend  their  view ; 

Who  cautious  tread,  and  fhun  the  tempting  fnare, 

Unmov'd  by  Folly,  and  terreftrial  care  ; 

Be  this  the  principle  to  guide  thy  heart. 

The  rule  unerring,  Heaven-dire6led  art  I 

May'ft 
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May 'ft  thou  in  Life's  progrefTive  fleeting  ftage. 
In  Youth  be  cheerful,  and  refign'd  in  Age  ; 
As  years  encreafe,  let  worldly  cares  decline, 
And  competence  and  peace  be  ever  thine. 
To  warm  thy  heart,  and  ev'ry  wifh  refine. 
If  worth  exalted  can  thefe  gifts  enfure  ; 
Long,  very  long,  thy  bleflings  wilt  endure. 


On         fear. 


A 


.VAUNT,  vain  Fear !  thou  Phantom  of  the  mind. 
Stranger  to  inward  peace,  to  reafon  blind  ; 
Thou  Ignis  Fatuus,  which  mifleads  the  fenfe ; 
Agamft  thy  inroads  where  is  the  defence  ? 
The  Shield  of  Faith  can  beft  defy  thy  fway, 
Ward  off  thy  blows,  and  thy  fliarp  flings  allay. 

T  2  Thou 
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Thou  coward  pafiTion,  of  ignoble  birth, 
Whofe  utmoft  limits  are  confin'd  to  Earth, 
In  Heav'n,  I  truft,  thy  lawlefs  pow'r  wilt  ceafe, 
Th'  abode  of  Angels,  Harmony,  and  Peace  ! 


ELEGY, 

Addrefled  to  a  Gentleman  on  the  Death  of  his  Wife. 


Oi 


RLANDO,  ceafe  to  murmur  at  thy  fate, 
Supprefs  the  heaving  and  affliftive  figh ; 
Forbear  to  mourn  for  dear  Eliza's  death, 
'Tis  of  mortality,  the  lot  to  die  ! 

Say,  did  not  ev'ry  grace  adorn  her  mind? 

Say,  did  not  Reafon  at  her  call  attend  ? 
In  her  was  painted  Innocence  and  Truth  ; 

The  tender  Partner,  and  the  faithful  Friend. 


Was 
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Was  worth  like  this  to  be  on  Earth  confin'd  ? 

Was  it  not  fetter'd  when  enfhrin'd  in  Duft? 
Tho'  far  fequefter'd  from  each  vain  purfuit, 

And  uncorrupted  by  terreftrial  ruft. 

Ceafe  to  repine :  no  more  be  thou  abforb'dj 
In  agitations  of  diftrefsful  grief: 

Can  Friendfhip,  and  religious  faith  combin'd. 
Afford  no  comfort,  or  difpenfe  relief? 

Life  is  a  journey,  and  our  deflin'd  race  ; 

Its  utmofl  limits  are  confin'd  to  age ; 
Yet  oft  'tis  compafs'd  in  the  prime  of  Youth, 

A  rapid,  fuff'ring,  tranfitory  ftage. 

Such  was  Eliza's  fxite — whofe  polifli'd  fornr 
Was  deck'd  with  elegant  luxuriant  grace ; 

Expreflive  fyrabol  of  an  Angel's  mind. 

Beaming  with  Virtue  in  her  beauteous  face. 


Not 
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Not  e'en  thy  tendernefs  could  e'er  aduage 
The  cruel  efforts  of  her  fell  difeafe ; 

The  w'ifli  deniedj  the  bleffing  yet  was  lent. 
To  fliew  compaffion  and  attentive  eafe. 

That  tadc  perform'd,  there's  nought  remains  for  thee 
But  acquiefcence  to  thy  Maker's  will ; 

He  gave,  and  had  a  right  to  take  away. 
His  myflic  purpofe  clearly  to  fulfil. 

Could'fl  thou  arrefl  the  pow'rful  Arm  of  Death? 

One  hour  protraft  Eliza's  fragrant  bloom  ? 
Or  animate  the  fcarce  furviving  plant  ? 

Or  grant  a  refpite  from  the  awful  Tomb  ? 

'Twas  not  ordain'd  by  Providence  divine 

That  fhe  in  this  enfnaring  World  fhould  live ; 

Refign  her,  therefore,  with  a  Chriftian's  truft. 
To  tbofe  blell  joys  Eternity  will  give. 


Behold 
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Behold  the  pledge  of  thy  connubial  love, 

The  op'ning  beauties  of  her  infant  mind ; 

In  her,  Eliza  may  furvive  again. 

And  thou  delight  and  confolation  find. 

May  fhe  with  filial  love  reward  thy  care. 

May  ev'ry  bloflbm  prove  a  fource  of  joy ; 

May  no  rude  ftorms,  or  unrelenting  blight. 
The  flatt'ring  profpeft  cruelly  deftroy. 

From  her,  fincere  affeftion  thou  may 'ft  claim. 

As  thy  Eliza  died  to  yield  her  Birth ; 
For  fuch  a  facrifice,  how  much  (he  owes. 

Which  pluck'd  from  thee  the  faireft  Flow'r  on  Earth  ! 


On 
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On  the  Birth  of  our  Blessed  Saviour. 


Y. 


E  choir  Angelic,  hail  the  glorious  Morn, 
In  which  a  Saviour,  full  of  grace  was  born  ! 
Ye  raptur'd  Seraphs,  hallelujahs  fing ; 
In  choral  fymphonies,  extol  thy  King. 
All  nature  join  to  celebrate  his  fame. 
And  the  glad  tidings  to  the  Earth  proclaim. 
Ye  holy  Prophets,  who  his  birth  foretold  ; 
Your  true  prediftions  we  with  joy  behold ! 
Ye  Miniflers  of  Grace,  perform  his  will ; 
In  thought  and  deed  his  bleffed  word  fulfil ! 
The  Saviour  of  the  World  was  not  array'd 
With  majefty  of  pomp,  and  vain  parade  ; 
In  fweet  humility  he  came  attir'd. 
In  pity  to  our  fins,  with  grief  infpir'd. 
Kind  Mediator,  Advocate  divine ; 
Whofe  life  and  precepts  were  alike  benign ! 


Shall 
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Shall  thy  Difciples  e'er  in  malice  live  ; 

Obtain  forgivenefs,  and  yet  not  forgive  ? 

Ye  Worldlings,  wifer  than  the  Sons  of  Light, 

Say,  whence  your  happinefs,  and  falfe  delight  ? 

Extend  your  views,  in  fledfafl  hope  array 'd  ; 

Nor  yield  the  fubftance,  for  an  empty  fhade  :  . 

The  Day-fpring  from  on  high,  with  luftre  bright, 

Now  cheers  the  World  with  his. effulgent  light! 

The  faving  health,  and  hope  of  human  kind; 

Sweet  balm  of  comfort  to  the  troubled  mirid ; 

The  heavy-laden,  hence  obtain  due  reft  ; 

The  meek  are  comforted,  the  mourner  bTefl ; 

The  thirfty  foul  finds  mild  irefrefhing  ftreams  ; 

And  e'en  the  blind  enlighten'd  by  his  beams  ; 

The  deaf  attend,  with  love  and  wonder  gaze  ; 

The  dumb  break  forth  to  fing  his  mighty  praife  ; 

At  his  approach  pale  miferies  decreafe ; 

The  bond  of  happinefs,  and  fource  of  peace  ; 

A  Lamb  immaculate,  tho'  doom'd  to  bleed, 

Whofe  blood  redeem'd  us,  and  whofe  bondage  freed. 

U  By 
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By  zeal  infplr'd,  I  meditate  his  praife. 
To  highefl  pitch  my  feeble  accents  raife ; 
In  founds  Seraphic  may  I  catch  the  flame, 
Invoke  my  Saviour,  and  his  pow'r  proclaim. 
All  hail  Redeemer,  hail  Almighty  King, 
To  whom  the  Mountains  dance,  the  Valleys  fmg ! 
Thou  great  MelTiah !  we  are  nought  but  dull, 
Tho'  heirs  with  thee,  in  Kingdoms  of  the  Jufl;. 
Celeftial  Pow'r,  of  Righteoufncfs  the  Sun! 
On  Earth,  as  'tis  in  Heav'n,  thy  will  be  done. 
Kings  of  the  Earth  fliall  bend  the  willing  knee. 
And  mighty  Potentates  fubmit  to  Thee. 
\Vhat  is  their  pomp,  and  triumph  of  a  day. 
To  thy  dominions,  which  will  ne'er  decay  ? 
Tlieir  pow'r  expires,  where  thine  did  but  begin  ; 
For  'twas  by  Death  thou  vanquifli'd  pain  and  fin. 
Thou  Shepherd  of  our  fouls,  the  holy  Rock 
On  whom  we  reft,  receive  thy  erring  Flock ; 
Oh  !  gather  to  thyfelf  the  ftraying  fold. 
Tor  which  thy  Life  by  treachery  was  fold : 

A  ranfom 
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A  ranfom  great,  a  facrifice  immenfe. 

But  not  unequal  to  the  great  offence  ! 

Who  elfe  but  thee,  could  expiate  or  atone 

For  our  tranfgreffions  P  'twas  in  thee  alone  ! 

Exempt  from  Sin,  thou  art  die  Pafchal  Lamb, 

Iffu'd  immediate  from  the  great  I  AM ; 

Who  thus  addrefs'd  thee  on  the  wondring  Eariii, 

"^  I'hou  art  my  Son,  this  Day  I  gave  thee  Birth  .'" 
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ELEGIAC    SONNETS. 


By     CHARLOTTE      SMITH. 


T  H  E     T  II  I  R  D    E  D  I  T  I  O  N.  '^ 
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T  \V  E  N  T  Y      ADDITIONAL      SONNE  T«S. 


L       O       N       D       O       N  :       ♦ 

Pniucd   for  J.   DODSLEY,    H.   GARDNER,    and   J.   B£W, 

X  PRICE    THREE    SHILLINGS.  ] 
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ERRATA. 

Sonnet  17,  page  18,  line  3,  for  thy  name,  read  her  name. 

Sonnet  29,  page  30,  line  11,  for  with  chearful  fmilc,  read  with  tearful  fmile. 

In  the  Note  on  Sonnet  13,  page  41,  for  Pom  mi  ore'l  foi,  otudt  i  fieri  c  I'erba,  read 
occidc  i  fiori  e  I'erba. 


T     O 


V/ILLIAM    HAYLEY,     Es<^. 


S  I  R, 


"XTTHILE  I  aik  your  protedion  for  thele 
Efiays,  I  cannot  deny  having  myfelf 
fome  efteem  for  them.  Yet,  permit  me  to  fay, 
that  did  I  not  truft  to  your  candour  and  fen- 
fiblllty,  and  hope  they  will  plead  for  the  errors 

b  your 


11 


DEDICATION. 


your  judgment  muft  dlfcover,  I  Ihould  never 
have  availed  myielf  of  the  hberty  I  have  ob- 
tained— that  of  dedicating  thefe  fimple  efFufions 
to  the  greateft  modern  Mailer  of  that  charming 
talent^  in  which  I  can  never  be  more  than  a 
diftant  copyift. 

I  am, 

S  I  R, 

Your  moil  obedient 
and  obliged  fervant, 

Charlotte  Smith. 


P     R     E     F     A     C      E 


TO     THE     FIRST     EDITIONS. 


'/  HE  little  Poef?ts  which  are  here  called  Sonnets,  have  I 
believe  no  very  jujl  claim  to  that  title',  but  they  confijl  of 
fourteen  lines  ^  and  appear  to  7ne  ?io  improper  vehicle  for  a 
/ingle  fe/itiment.  I  am  told^  ajid  I  read  it  as  the  opinion  of 
very  good  judges,  that  the  legitimate  Sonnet  is  ill  calculated  for 
our  language.  The  fpeci??ien  Mr.  Hay  ley  has  given,  though 
they  form  a  ftro7ig  exception^  prove  no  more,  than  that  the 
difficulties  of  the  attempt  vaniflj  before  uncommon  powers. 

Some 


iv  PREFACE. 

Some  very  melancholy  moments  have  been  beguiled ,  by 
exprejfing  m  verfe  the  fenfatiom  thofe  momejits  brought.  Some 
of  my  friends^  iscith  partial  hulifcretion^  have  multiplied 
the  copies  they  procured  of  fever al  of  thefe  attempts.,  till  they 
found  their  way  into  the  prints  of  the  day  in  a  mutilated 
flate\  which  concurring  with  other  circumflances^  determined 
me  to  put  them  into  their  prefent  form.  I  can  hope  for  readers 
only  among  the  few ^  who  to  fenfhility  of  heart.,  join  fmplicity 
of  tafle. 
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TO     THE    THIRD     EDITION. 

^y~  H  E  f'ecepiion  given  by  the  Public,  as  well  as  my  'par- 
ticular Friends^  to  the  two  fir  ft  Editiojis  of  thefe  fnall 
Poems.,  has  induced  me  to  add  to  the  prefent  fuch  other 
Somiets  as  I  have  written  fnce,  or  have  recovered  frovi  my 
acquaifita?Ke,  to  whom  I  had  given  them  without  thinkifig 
well  e-nough  of  them  at  the  titiu  to  preferve  any  copies  myfelf. 
A  few  of  thofe  laft  written,  I  have  attempted  on  the  Italian 
model;  with  what  fuccefs  I  know  not,  but  I  am  per/uaded 
that  to  the  generality  of  readers  thofe  which  are  lefs  regular 
will  be  more  pleafng, 

c  A% 


VI 


PREFACE. 


As  a  few  notes  were  neccffary^  I  have  added  them  at  the 
erd.  I  hai'e  tht  re  quoted  fuch  lines  as  1  have  borrowed:,  and 
even  where  I  am  confcious  the  ideas  were  not  7ny  own,  I  have 
rejlored  thefn  to  their  original  pojfejfors. 


Wo  O  L  B  E  D  I  N  G, 

March   izd,    1786. 
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ELEGIAC     SONNETS. 


SONNET        I. 

'TT^HE  partial  Mufe,  has  from  my  earlieft  hours 

-*-      Smil'd  on  the  rugged  path  I'm  doom'd  to  tread, 
And  ftill  with  fportive  hand  has  fnatch'd  wild  flowers, 

To  weave  fantaftic  garlands  for  my  head: 
But  far,  far  happier  is  the  lot  of  thofe 

Who  never  learn'd  her  dear  deluflve  art, 
Which  while  it  decks  the  head  with  many  a  rofe, 

Referves  the  thorn,  to  fefter  in  the  heart. 

B  For 


[  ^  ] 

For  flill  fhe  bids  foft  Pity's  melting  eye 

Stream  o'er  the  ills  fhe  knows  not  to  remove, 

Points  every  pang,  and  deepens  every  figh 
Of  mourning  friendfliip,  or  unhappy  love. 

Ah!  then,  how  dear  the  Mufe's  favors  cod:, 

(a)  If  thofe  paint  forrow  bejl nicho  feel  it  mojl! 


SONNET 


[     3     ] 
SONNET         II. 

WRITTEN    AT    THE    CLOSE     OF    SPRING. 

'T^^HE  garland's  fade  that  Spring  fo  lately  wove, 

-""      Each  iiraple  flower,  which  {he  had  nurs'd  in  dew, 
(h)  Anemonies  that  fpangled  every  grove, 

The  prirarofe  wan,  and  hare-bell,  mildly  blue. 
No  more  (hall  violets  linger  in  the  dell, 

Or  purple  orchis  variegate  the  plain, 
Till  fpring  again  fhall  call  forth  every  bell, 

And  drcfs  with  humid  hands,  her  wreaths  again. 
Ah!  poor  humanity!  fo  frail,  fo  fair, 

Are  the  fond  vifions  of  thy  early  day, 
Till  tyrant  paffion,  and  corrofive  care. 

Bid  all  thy  fairy  colours  fade  away! 
Another  May  new  buds  and  flowers  fliall  bring; 
Ah!  why  has  happinefs — no  fecond  fpring? 

SONNET 


[      4     ] 

I 

S     O     InT     N     E     T         III. 

TO      A      NIGHTINGALE. 

(^^y'T^OOR  melancholy  bird that  all  night  long 

"^      TcH'fl:  to  the  Moon,  thy  tale  of  tender  woe  ; 

From  what  fad  caufe  can  fuch  fweet  forrow  flow> 
And  whence  this  mournful  melody  of  fong 


? 


Thy  poet's  mufing  fancy  would  tranflate 

What  mean  the  founds  that  fwell  thy  little  breaft, 
when  flill  at  dewy  eve  thou  leav'ft  thy  neft, 

Thus  to  the  liftening  night  to  fing  thy  fate. 

Pale  Sorrow's  vidims  wert  thou  once  among, 
Tho'  now  releas'd  in  woodlands  wild  to  rove, 
Say haft  thou  felt  from  friends  fome  cruel  wrong, 

Or  diedft  thou martyr  of  difaftrous  love? 

Ah!  fongftrefs  fad! that  fuch  my  lot  might  be. 

To  figh  and  iing  at  liberty    ■      like  thee! 

SONNET 
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SONNET         IV. 

TO    THE     MOON. 

UEEN  of  the  filver  bow! by  thy  pale  beam, 

Alone  and  penfive,   I  delight  to  ftray, 
And  watch  thy  fliadow  trembling  in  the  fiream, 

Or  mark  the  floating  clouds  that  crofs  thy  way. 
And  while  I  gaze,  thy  mild  and  placid  light 

Sheds  a  foft  calm  upon  my  troubled  breaft; 
And  oft  I  think, fair  planet  of  the  night, 

That  in  thy  orb,  the  wretched  may  have  reft: 
The  fufferers  of  the  earth  perhaps  may  go, 

Releas'd  by  death — to  thy  benignant  fphcre, 
And  the  fad  children  of  defpair  and  woe 

Forget  in  thee,  their  cup  of  forrow  here. 
Oh !  that  I  foon  may  reach  thy  world  ferene, 
Poor  wearied  pilgrim — in  this  toiling  fcene! 


S  ONNET 
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SONNET  V. 

1-  O    THE     SOUTH    DOWN  S. 

A    H,   hills  bclov'd ! where  once,  an  happy  child, 

•^  -^  Your  beechen  iliades,  (<3?) 'your  turf,  your  flowers  among/ 
I  wove  your  blue-bells  into  garland's  wild, 

And  woke  your  echoes  with  my  ardeG>  fong. 
Ah,  hills  belov'd! — your  turf,  your  flowVs  remain; 

But  can  they  peace  to  this  fad  breaft  reftore, 
For  one  poor  moment  foothe  the  fenfe  of  pain, 

And  teach  a  breaking  heart  to  throb  no  more? 
And  you,   [e]  Arnna! in  the  vale  below, 

As  to  the  fea  your  limpid  waves  you  bear. 
Can  you  one  kind  Ltthcan  cup  befliow, 

To  drink  a  long  oblivion  to  my  care? 

Ah,  no! when  all,  e'en  hope's  laft  ray  is  gone, 

There's  no  oblivion but  in  death  alone ! 

SONNET 
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SONNET  VI. 

TO        HOPE. 

/''^Hj   Hope!  thou  Toother  fweet  of  human  woes  I 
^^   How  fhall  I  lure  thee  to  my  haunts  forlorn? 
For  me  wilt  thou  renew  the  wither'd  role, 

And  clear  my  painful  path  of  pointed  thorn? 
Ah  come,  fweet  nymph!  in  fmiles  and  foftnefs  dreft, 

Like  the  young  hours  that  lead  the  tender  year; 
Enchantrefs  come!  and  charm  my  cares  to  reft: 

Alas!  the  flatterer  flies,  and  will  not  hear! 
A  prey  to  fear,  anxiety,  and  pain, 

Muft  I  a  fad  exiftence  ftill  deplore ; 
Lo! — the  flowers  fade,   but  all  the  thorns  remain, 

(J)  '  For  me  the  vernal  garland  blooms  no  more.' 
Come  then   (g)  *  pale  Mifery's  love  !'  be  thou  my  cure, 
And  I  will  blefs  thee,  who  tho'  flow  art  fure. 
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SONNET         VII. 

ON    THE    DEPARTURE    OF    THE    NIGHTINGALE. 

OWEET  poet  of  the  vvooJs a  long  adieu! 

^^        Farevvel,   foft  minftrd  of  the  early  year ! 
Ah!   'twill  be  long  ere  thou  fhalt  fing  anew, 

And  pour  thy  mulic  on  the  (h)  *  nights  dull  ear.' 
Whether  on  (/)  fpring  thy  wandering  flights  await, 

Or  whether  filcnt  in  our  groves  you  dwell. 
The  penfive  mufe  (h)  iLall  own  thee  for  her  mate, 

And  flill  protect  the  fong,  (he  loves  fo  well. 
With  cautious  flep,   the  love-lcrn  youth  fhall  glide 

Thro'  the  lone  brake  that  fhades  thy  mofly  nefl:  \ 
And  fhepherd  girls,  from  eyes  profane  fhall  hide 

The  gentle  bird,   who  fings  of  pity  befl". 
For  ftill  thy  voice  fliall  foft  affedlions  move, 
And  flill  be  dear  to  forrow,  and  to  love! 
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SONNET         VIII. 

T  O      S  P  R  I  N  G. 

A    GAIN  the  wood,  and  long  vvlth-drawing  vale, 
"^  ^   In  many  a  tint  of  tender  green  are  dreft, 
Where  the  young  leaves  unfolding  fcarce  conceal 
Beneath  their  early  Ihade  the  half-form'd  neft 
Of  finch  or  wood-lark;   and  the  primrofe  pale, 

And  lavifh  cowflip,  wildly  fcatter'd  round, 
Give  their  fweet  fpirits  to  the  fighing  gale. 

Ah!  feafon  of  delight! could  aught  be  found 

To  foothe  awhile  the  tortur'd  bofom's  pain, 
Of  forrow's  rankling  fhaft  to  cure  the  wound. 
And  bring  life's  firft  delufions  once  again, 

'Twere  furely  met  in  thee ! Thy  profped:  fair, 

Thy  founds  of  harmony,    thy  balmy  air, 

{ij  Have  power  to  cure  all  fadnefs but  defpair. 

D  SONNE  T 
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SONNET  IX. 

T)  LEST  is  yon  fhepherd,   on  the  turf  reclln'd, 
-*— '  Who  on  the  varied  clouds  which  float  above 
Lies  idly  gazing — while  his  vacant  mind 
Pours  out  fome  tale  antique  of  rural  love! 
Ah!  he  has  never  felt  the  pangs  that  move 
Th'  indignant  fpirit,   when   with  fclfilh  pride, 
Friends,  on  whofe  faith  the  trufling  heart  rely'd, 
Unkindly  fliun  th'  imploring  eye  of  woe  ! 
^4  The  ills  they  ought  to  foothe  with  taunts  deride, 

And  laugh  at  [m)  tears  themfclves  have  forc'd  to  flow  V. 
Nor  his  rude  bofom  thofe  fine  feelings  melt, 

Children  of  Sentiment  and  Knowledge  born, 
Thro'  whom  each  fhaft  with  cruel  force  is  felt, 
Empoifon'd  by  deceit or  barb'd  with  fcorn.. 

SONNET 
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SONNET  X. 

TO       MRS.       G. 

A    H !  why  will  mem'ry  with  officious  care 
"*■  -^  The  long  loft  vifions  of  my  day's  renew; 
Why  paint  the  vernal  landfcape  green  and  fair, 

When  life's  gay  dawn  was  opening  to  my  view. 
Ah!  wherefore  bring  thofe  moments  of  delight, 

When  with  my  Anna,  on  the  fouthern  fhore, 
I  thought  the  future,  as  the  prefent  bright : 

Ye  dear  delufions ! ye  return  no  more! 

Alas!  how  diff'rent  does  the  truth  appear, 

From  the  warm  piclurt  youth's  rafh  hand  pourtrays,. 
How  fades  the  fcene,  as  we  approach  it  near, 

And  pain  and  forrow  ftrike how  many  ways ! 

Yet  of  that  tender  heart,  ah !  ftill  retain 

A  (hare  for  me and  I  will  not  complain ! 
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SONNET         XL 

TO        SLEEP. 

COME  balmy  Sleepl   tir'd  nature's  foft  refort, 
On  thefe  fad  temples  all  thy  poppies  flied  ; 
And  bid  gay  dreams,  from  Morpheus'  airy  court, 

Float  in  light  vifion  round  my  aching  head !— — 
Secure  of  all  thy  bleilings,   partial  Power! 

On  his  hard  bed  the  pcafant  throws  him  down; 
And  the  {n)  poor  fea  boy,  in  the  rudeft  hour. 

Enjoys  thee  more  than  he  who  wears  a  crown. 
Clafp'd  in  her  faithful  (hepherd's  guardian  arms. 

Well  may  the  village  girl  fweet  flumbers  prove; 
And  they,   O  gentle  Sleep ! — flill  tafle  thy  charms, 

W  ho  wake  to  labour,   liberty,  and  love. 
But  Aill  thy  opiate  aid  dofl  thou  deny 
To  calm  the  anxious  breaft;  to  clofe  the  ftreaming  eye. 


SONNET 


[     13     ] 

SONNET         XII. 

WRITTEN    ON    THE    SEA    SHORE. OCTOBER,    1784. 

X^^N  fome  rude  fragment  of  the  rocky  fhorc, 

^^^     Where  on  the  fraclur'd  chff,  the  billows  break, 

Mufing,  my  foUtary  feat  I  take, 
And  Hften  to  the  deep  and  folemn  roar. 

O'er  the  dark  waves  the  winds  tempeftuous  howl; 
The  fcreaming  fea-hird  quits  the  troubled  fea  : 
But  the  wild  gloomy  fcene  has  charms  for  mc, 

foj  And  fuits  the  mournful  temper  of  my  foul. 

Already  (hipwreck'd  by  the  dorms  of  fate, 

Like  the  poor  mariner  methinks  I  ftand, 

Caft  on  a  rock  ;   who  fees  the  diftant  land 
From  whence  no  fuccour  comes;   or  comes  too  late. 
Faint   and  more  faint    are  heard  his  feeble  cries, 
'Till  in  the  riftng  tide,  th'  exhaufted  fufferer  dies. 
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SONNET  XIII. 

FROM      PETRARCH. 

CpJ^"^^'^  !  place  me  where  the  burning  noon 

^■^   Forbids  the  vvither'd  flovv'r  to  blow; 
Or  place  me  in  the  frigid  zone, 

On  mountains  of  eternal  fncvv. 
Let  me  purfue  the  fteps  of  fame; 

Or  poverty's  more  tranquil  road : 
Let  youth's  warm  tide  my  veins  inflanie, 

Or  fixty  winters  chill  my  blood. 
Tho'  my  fond  foul  to  Hcav'n  were  flown, 

Or  tho'  on  Earth  'tis  doom'd  to  pine, 
Prifoner  or  free obfcure  or  known, 

My  heart,  oh  Laura!  ftill  is  thine. 
Whate'er  my  dcdiny  may  be, 
That  faithlul  heart,  ftill  burns  for  thee! 
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SONNET  XIV. 

FROM      PETRARCH, 

f^J^     OOSE  to  the  wind  her  golden  treffes  ftream'd, 

-^"^  Forming  bright  waves,  with  amorous  Zephyr's  fighs; 
And  tho'  averted  now,  her  charming  eyes 
Then  with  warm  love,  and  melting  pity  beam'd. 
Was  I  deceiv'd? Ah!  furely,  nymph  divine! 

That  fine  fuffufion  on  thy  cheek,  was  love; 

What  wonder  then  thofe  lovely  tints  fhould  move, 
Should  fire  this  heart,  this  tender  heart  of  mine ! 
Thy  foft  melodious  voice,  thy  air,  thy  fhape, 

Were  of  a  goddefs not  a  mortal  maid ; 

Yet  tho'  thy  charms,  thy  heavenly  charms  fliould  fade, 
My  heart,  my  tender  heart  could  not  efcape  ; 

Nor  cure  for  me  in  time  or  change  be  found : 

The  fhaft  extraded,  does  not  cure  the  wound ! 
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SONNET         XV. 

FROM       PETRARCH. 

/^r^'^l  X  There  the  green  leaves  exclude  the  fummer  beam, 

^  ^      And  foftly  bend  as  balmy  breezes  blow, 
And  where,  with  liquid  lapfc,  the  lucid  ftream 

Acrofs  the  fretted  rock  is  heard  to  flow, 
Penfive  I  lay :   when  fhe  whom  earth  conceals, 

As  if  ft  ill  living,   to  my  eyes  appears. 
And  pitying  Heaven  her  angel  form  reveals. 

To  fay unhappy  Petrarch,  dry  your  tears; 

Ahl  why,   fid  lover!  thus  before  your  time, 

In  grief  and  fadnefs  fliould  your  life  decay. 
And  like  a  blighted  flower,   your  manly  prime 

In  vain  and  hopelefs  forrow,  fade  away  ? 
Ah!  wherefore  fhoiild  you  mourn,   that  htr  you  love, 
Snatch'd  from  a  world  of  woe furvives  in  blifs  above! 
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SONNET         XVI. 

FROM      PETRARCH. 

ffj^\7''E.  vales  and  woods!  fair  fcenes  of  happier  hours! 

Ye  feather'd  people,  tenants  of  the  grove! 
And  you.j  bright  ftream  !  befring'd  with  fhrubs  and  flowers, 
Behold  my  grief,  ye  witneffes  of  love ! 

For  ye  beheld  my  infant  pallion  rife, 

And  faw  thro'  years  unchang'd  my  faithful  flame ; 
Now  cold,  in  duft,  the  beauteous  object  lies, 

And  you,  ye  confcious  fcenes,  are  fiill  the  flimel 

While  bufy  memory  ft  ill  delights  to  dwell 
On  all  the  charms  thefe  bitter  tears  deplore, 

And  with  a  trembling  hand  defcribes  too  well 
The  angel  form  I  fhall  behold  no  more! 

To  heaven  fhe's  fled  !  and  nought  to  me  remains 

But  tiie  pale  afhes,  which  her  urn  contains. 
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S      O     N     N     E     T         XVII. 


FROM    THE    THIRTEENTH    CANTATA    OF    METASTASIO. 


(0/'^\  ^  ^^y  g''^y  bark,  in  witnefs  of  my  flame, 

^^-^  I  carve  Miranda's  cypher Beauteous  tree  I 

Graced  with  the  lovely  letters  of  thy  name, 
Henceforth  be  facred,   to  my  love  and  me. 

T\\o  the  tall  elm,  the  oak,  and  fombre  pine, 

With  broader  arms,  may  noon's  fierce  ardors  break, 

To  fhelter  me,  and  her  I  love,  be  thine ; 

And  thine  to  fee  her  fmile,  and  hear  her  fpeak. 

No  bird,    ill  omen'd,   round  thy  graceful  head 
Shall  clamour  har(h,  or  wave  his  heavy  wing. 

But  fern  and  flowers  arife  beneath  thy  fhade. 
Where  the  u  ild  bees,  their  lullabys  fliall  fing. 

And  in  thy  boughs  the  murmuring  Ring-dove  refl; 


And  there  the  Ki2,htinG;ale  fliall  build  her  neft. 
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SONNET         XVIII. 

TO      THE     EARL      OF     EGREMONT. 

TT  7YNDHAM!  'tis  not  thy  blood,  the'  pure  it  runs 

Thro'  a  long  line  of  glorious  anceftry ! 
Percys  and  Seymours!  Britain's  boafted  fons! 
Who  truft  the  honors  of  their  race  to  thee. 

'Tis  not  thy  fplendid  domes,  where  fcience  loves 
To  touch  the  canvas,  and  the  bufl  to  raife ; 

Thy  rich  domains,    fair  fields,  and  Spreading  groves  j 
'Tis  not  all  thefe  the  Mufe  delights  to  praife. 

In  birth  and  wealth  and  honors,  great  thou  art, 

But  nobler,  in  thy  independant  mind  : 
And  in  that  liberal  hand  and  feeling  heart 

Given  thee  by  Heaven, a  blefling  to  mankind! 

Unworthy  oft  may  titled  fortune  be ; 
A  foul  like  thine is  true  Nobility  I 
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SONNET         XIX. 

TO      MR.      H   A  Y  L  E  y. 
ON    RECEIVING     SOME    ELEGJNT    LINES    FROM    HIM. 

I  / Q R  me  the  Mufe  a  fimple  band  defign'd 

Of  '  idle'  flowers,  that  bloom  the  woods  among, 
Which  with  the  cyprefs  and  the  willow  join'd, 

A  garland  form'd,  as  artlefs  as  my  fong. 
And  little  dar'd  I  hope  its  tranfient  hours 

So  long  would  laft;  compos'd  of  buds  fo  brief; 
'Till  Hayley's  hand,   among  the  vagrant  flowers, 

Threw  from  his  verdant  crown,  a  deathlefs  leaf. 
For  high  in  Fame's  bright  fane  has  judgment  plac'd 

The  laurel  wreath  Serena's  Poet  won. 
Which,  wov'n  with  mvrtles  bv  the  hands  of  Tafte, 

The  Mufe  decreed,  for  this  her  fav^ourite  fon. 
And  thofe  immortal  leaves  his  temples  fhade, 
Whofe  fair  eternal  verdure fhall  not  fade! 
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SONNET         XX. 

TO     THE     COUNTESS    OF    A . 

WRITTEN    ON    THE    JNNIVERSARr    OF    HER     MARRIAGE. 

N  this  bleft  day  may  no  dark  cloud  or  fliower. 


With  envious  fhadc,  the  Sun's  bright  influence  hide; 
But  all  his  rays  illume  the  favour'd  hour, 

Thatfavv  thee,  Mary! Henry's  lovely  bride! 

With  years  revolving  may  it  ftill  arife, 

Blefl:  with  each  good  approving  Heaven  can  lend ; 
And  ftill  v/ith  ray  ferene,  (hall  thofe  blue  eyes 

Enchant  the  hufband,   and  attach  the  friend. 

For  you,   fair  Friendfhip's  amaranth  fhall  blow, 
And  Love's  own  thornlefs  rofes,  bind  your  brow  ; 

And  when long  hence to  happier  worlds  you  go, 

Your  beauteous  race  fhali  be,  what  you  are  now ! 

And  future  Nevills,  thro'  long  ages  fliine, 

With  hearts  as  good ;   and  forms  as  fair  as  thine. 
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SONNET         XXI. 

SUPPOSED    TO    BEWRITTEN    BY     WERTER. 

f^  O,  cruel  tyrant  of  the  human  breaft! 
^-^    To  other  hearts,  thy  burning  arrows  bear  j 
Go,  where  fond  hope,  and  fair  illufion  reft ; 

Ah!  why  fhould  love  inhabit  with  defpair! 
Like  the  fuj  poor  maniac  I  linger  here. 

Still  haunt  the  fcene,  where  all  my  treafure  lies ; 
Still  feek  for  flowers,  where  only  thorns  appear. 

And  drink  delicious  poifon  from  her  eyes. 
Towards  the  deep  gulph  that  opens  on  my  fight 

I  hurry  forward,   pafTion's  helplefs  flave! 
And  fcorning  reafon's  mild  and  fober  light, 

Purfue  the  path,  that  leads  me  to  the  grave. 
So  round  the  flame  the  giddy  infedl  flies. 
And  courts  the  fatal  fire,  by  which  it  dies. 
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SONNET         XXir. 

BY       THE       SAME. 
TO     SOLITUDE. 

fvJ/'^^H,  Solitude!  to  thy  fequefter'd  vale 

^"^    I  come  to  hide  my  forrow  and  my  tears, 
And  to  thy  echoes  tell  the  mournful  tale 

Which  fcarce  I  truft  to  pitying  friendfhip's  ears. 
Amidft  thy  wild  woods  and  untrodden  glades, 

No  founds  but  thofe  of  melancholy  move; 
And  the  low  winds  that  die  among  thy  fhades, 

Seem  like  foft  pity's  Hghs,  for  hopelefs  love. 
And  fure  fome  ftory  of  defpair  and  pain. 

In  yon  deep  copfe,    thy  murm'ring  Doves  relate; 
And  hark!  methinks  in  that  long  plaintive  ftrain, 

Thine  own  fweet  fongftrefs  weeps  my  wayward  fate. 
Ah,  Nymph!  that  fate  affift  me  to  endure, 

And  bear  awhile what  death  alone  can  cure! 

SONNET 


[       2+      ] 

SONNET         XXIII. 

BY     THE      SAME. 
7  O    ril  E    NORTH    S  TA  R. 

(iv/  i  "HOWARDS  thy  bright  beams  I  turn  my  fvvimming 

Fair,  fav'rite  planet!  which  in  happier  days 
Saw  my  young  hopes,    ah!  faithlcfs  hopes! — arifej 

And  en  my  pafiion  flied  propitious  rays ! 
iS!"o",v  nightly  wandering  'mid  the  tempers  drear 

That  howl  the  woods,  and  rocky  fteeps  among, 
I  love  to  fee  thy  fudden  light  appear 

Thro'  the  fwift  clouds driv'n  by  the  wind  along : 

Or  in  the  turbid  vvater,  rude  and  dark, 

O'er  whofe  wild  flream  the  gufl:  of  Winter  raves, 
Thy  trembling  light  with  pleafure  flill  I  mark, 

Gleam  in  faint  radiance  on  the  foaming  waves. 
So  o'er  my  foul  {hcrt  rays  o^  reafon  fly, 

Then  fade: and  leave  me,  to  defpair  and  die! 

SONNET 
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SONNET         XXIV. 

B  Y     T  H  E       S  A  M  E. 

{xj'\   iTAKE  there  my  tomb;  beneath  the  lime-trees  fhade, 

X  T  A   "Where  gj-^fs  and  flowers  in  wild  luxuriance  wave ; 
Let  no  memorial  mark  where  I  am  laid, 

Or  point  to  common  eyes  the  lover's  grave! 
But  oft  at  twilight  morn,  or  doling  day, 

The  faithful  friend  with  fault'ring  ftep  fhall  glide^ 
Tributes  of  fond  regret  by  flcalth  to  pay, 

And  figh  o'er  the  unhappy  fuicide. 
And  fometimes,  when  the  Sun  with  parting  rays 

Gilds  the  long  grafs  that  hides  my  filent  bed, 
The  tear  fliall  tremble  in  my  Charlotte's  eyes; 

Dear,  precious  drops! they  (hall  embalm  the  dead. 

Yes! Charlotte  oer  the  mournful  fpot  fliall  weep, 

Where  her  poor  Werter and  his  forrows  lleep. 

H  SONNET 
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SONNET         XXV. 

BY      THE       SAME. 
JUST    BEFORE    HIS     DEATH. 

fyJW  7  H  Y  fliould  I  wifh  to  hold  in  this  low  fphere 
'    '      *  A  frail  and  feverifh  being?'   wherefore  try 
Poorly  from  day  to  day  to  linger  here, 

Againft  the  powerful  hand  of  deftiny  ? 
By  thofe  who  know  the  force  of  hopclcfs  care, 

On  the  worn  heart 1  furc  lliall  be  forgiven, 

If  to  elude  dark  guilt,  and  dire  defpair, 

I  go  uncall'd to  mercy  and  to  heaven! 

Oh  thou !  to  favc  whofe  peace  I  now  depart, 

Will  thy  foft  mind,  thy  poor  loft  friend  deplore, 
When  worms  (hall  feed  on  this  devoted  heart, 

Where  even  thy  image  (hall  be  found  no  more! 
Yet  may  thy  pity  mingle  not  with  pain, 
For  then  thy  haplefs  lover dies  in  vain. 

SONNET 
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SONNET         XXVI. 

TO    THE     RIVER    ARUN. 

/'^N  thy  wild  banks,  by  frequent  torrents  worn, 
^-^  No  glittering  fanes,  or  marble  domes  appear, 
Yet  iliall  the  mournful  Mufe  thy  courfe  adorn, 

And  ftill  to  her  thy  ruftic  waves  be  dear. 
For  with  the  infant  Otway,  fi^J  lingering  here, 

Of  early  woes  fhe  bade  her  votary  dream. 
While  thy  low  murmurs  foothed  his  penfive  ear. 

And  flill  the  poet — confecrates  the  ftream. 
Beneath  the  oak  and  birch,  that  fringe  thy  fide. 

The  firft-born  violets  of  the  year  fhall  fpring, 
And  in  thy  hazles,  bending  o'er  the  tide, 

The  earlieft  Nightingale  delight  to  fing : 
"While  kindred  fpirits,  pitying,  fhall  relate 
Thy  Otway's  forrows,   and  lament  his  fate ! 


SONNET 
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SONNET         XXVII. 

OIGFIING  I  fee  yon  little  troop  at  play; 
^-^  By  forrow  yet  untouch'd;   unhurt  by  care; 
While  free  and  fportive  they  enjoy  to-day, 

faaj  *  Content  and  carelefs  of  to-morrow's  fare  !* 
O  happy  age !    when  Hope's  unclouded  ray 

Lights  their  green  path,  and  prompts  their  fmiple  mirth, 
E'er  yet  they  feel  the  thorns  that  lurking  lay 

To  wound  the  wretched  pilgrims  of  the  earth ; 
Making  them  rue  the  hour  that  gave  them  birth, 

And  threw  them  on  a  world  fo  full  of  pain, 
Where  profperous  folly  treads  on  patient  worth, 

And  to  deaf  pride,   misfortune  pleads  in  vain. 

Ahl for  their  future  fate  how  many  fears 

Opprcfs  my  heart and  fill  mine  eyes  with  tears ! 

SONNET 
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SONNET         XXVIII. 

TO      FRIENDSHIP. 

iH  thou!  whofe  name  too  often  is  profan'd! 
Whofe  charms,  celeftial!  few  have  hearts  to  feel! 

Unknown  to  felly and  by  pride  difdain'd ; 

To  thy  foft  folace  may  my  forrows  fteal ! 

Like  the  fair  Moon,    thy  mild  and  genuine  ray, 
Thro'  life's  long  evening  fhall  unclouded  laft; 
While  the  frail  fummer-friendfhip  fleets  away, 

As  fades  the  rainbow   from  the  northern  blaft. 
'Tis  thine,  oh  Nymph!   with  (bb)  'balmy  hands  to  bind' 
The  wounds  inflicted  in  misfortunes  florm, 
And  blunt  fevere  afflidions  fharpefl  dart. 

'Tis  thy  pure  fpirit  warms  my  Anna's  mind! 

Beams  thro'  the  penfivc  fottnefs  of  her  form. 
And  holds  its  altar on  her  fpotlefs  heart. 

I  SONNET 
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SONNET         XXIX. 

TO       MISS       C ■ 

ON    BEING     DESIRED     TO     ATTEMPT    TFRITING    A    COMEDY. 

T  T  TOULD'ST  thou  then  have  me  tempt  the  comic  fcene 

^  ~      Of  laughing  Thaha? Us'd  fo  long  to  tread 

The  gloomy  paths  of  forrow's  cyprefs  fhade; 
And  the  lorn  lay,  with  fighs  and  tears  to  ftain? 
Alas!  how  much  unfit  her  fprightly  vein! 
Arduous  to  try! — and  feck  the  funny  mead, 
And  bowers  of  rofes,   where  flic  loves  to  lead 
The  fportive  fubjeds  of  her  golden  reign ! 

Enough  for  me,  if  ftill,  to  foothe  my  days, 

Her  fair  and  penfive  fiftcr  condefcend, 
With  chcarful  fmilc  to  blefs  my  fimple  lays; 

Enough,  if  her  foft  notes  fhe  fometimcs  lend, 
To  gain  for  me,   of  feeling  hearts  the  praife. 

And  chiefly  thine,  my  ever  partial  friend ! 

SONNET 
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SONNET         XXX. 

TO    THE     RIVER    ARUN. 

T)E  the  proud  Thames,  of  trade  the  bufy  mart! 
-*-^  Ariinl   to  thee  will  other  praife  belongs 
Dear  to  the  lover's,  and  the  mourner's  heart, 
And  ever  facred  to  the  fons  of  fong! 

Thy  fhadowy  rocks,  unhappy  love  fhall  feek, 

Where  mantling  loofe,  the  (ccj  green  clematis  flaunts, 

And  forrow's  drooping  form  and  faded  cheek, 
Choofe  on  thy  willow'd  fhore  her  lonely  haunts. 

(ddj  Banks !  which  infpir'd  thy  Otvvay's  plaintive  ftrain ! 

Wilds! whofe  lorn  echo's  learn'd  the  deeper  tone 

Of  Collins'  powerful  fhell !  yet  once  again 

Another  poet Hayley  is  thine  own! 

Thy  claflic  ftream  anew  fhall  hear  a  lay, 
Bright  as  its  waves,  and  various  as  its  way  ! 


SONNET 
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SONNET         XXXL 

WRITTEN   ON  FARM   WOOD,    SOUTH  DOWNS,    IN  MAY,    1784. 

^^PRING'S  dewy  hand  on  this  fair  fummit  weaves 
'^-^  The  downy  grafs,  with  tuffs  of  Alpine  feej  flowers, 
And  fhades  the  beechen  flopes  with  tender  leaves, 

And  leads  the  fhepherd  to  his  upland  bowers. 
Strewn  with  wild  thyme:   while  flow-defcending  fliowers, 

F'eed  the  green  ear,  and  nurle  the  future  fheaves. 

Ah,  bleft  the  hind! whom  no  fad  thought  bereaves 

Of  the  gay  feafon's  pleafures! All  his  hours 

To  wholefome  labour  given,  or  thoughtlefs  mirth; 

No  pangs  of  forrow  pafl:,  or  coming  dread, 
Bend  his  unconfcious  fpirit  down  to  earth, 

Or  chafe  calm  flumbersfrom  his  carelefs  head. 
Ah!  what  to  me  can  thofe  dear  days  reftore, 
When  fcenes  could  charm,  that  now  I  tade  no  more! 

SONNET 
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SONNET         XXXII. 

TO       MELANCHOLY. 
WRITTEN    ON    THE    BANKS    OF   THE    ARUN.      OCTOBER,     178^;^ 

T"Y7HEN  lateft  Autumn  fpreads  her  evening  veil, 
^  ^      And  the  grey  mifts  from  thefe  dim  waves  arifc, 
I  love  to  liften  to  the  hollow  Tighs, 
Thro'  the  half  leafiefs  wood  that  breathes  the  gale. 
For  at  fuch  hours  the  fhadowy  phantom,  pale. 
Oft  feems  to  fleet  before  the  poet's  eyes; 
Strange  founds  are  heard,  and  mournful  melodies, 
As  of  night  wanderers,,  who  their  woes  bewail. 
Here,  by  his  native  ftream,  at  fuch  an  hour. 
Pity's  own  Otway,  I  methinks  could  meet, 

And  hear  his  deep  flghs  fwell  the  fadden'd  wind. 

Oh  melancholy! fuch  thy  magic  power. 

That  to  the  foul  thefe  dreams  are  often  fweet. 
And  foothe  the  penflve  vilionary  mind! 

K  •  SONNET 
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SONNET         XXXIII. 

TO  THE  NAIAD  OF  THE  ARUN. 

A^  O,  rural  Naiad !  wind  thy  flream  along 

Thro'  woods  and  wilds:  then  fcek  the  ocean  caves 
Where  fea  nymphs  meet,  their  coral  rocks  among, 

To  boafl:  the  various  honors  of  their  waves! 
'Tis  but  a  little,  o'er  thy  fliallow  tide. 

That  toiling  trade  her  burthen'd  veflel  leads; 
But  laurels  grow  luxuriant  on  thy  fide. 

And  Letters  live,  along  thy  claflic  meads. 
Lo!  where  raid  Britifli  bards  (ff)  thy  natives  fliine! 

And  now  another  poet  helps  to  raife 
Thy  glory  high the  poet  of  the  Mine! 

Whofe  brilliant  talents  are  his  fmalleft  praife: 
And  who,  to  all  that  genius  can  impart, 
Adds  the  cool  head,  and  the  unblemifli'd  heart. 

SONNET 


[     35     ] 

SONNET         XXXIV. 

TO      A      FRIEND. 

y^HARM'D  by  thy  fuffrage  {hall  I  yet  afpire 
^-^   (All  inaufpicious  as  my  fate  appears, 

By  troubles  darken'd,  that  encreafe  with  years,) 
To  guide  the  crayon,  or  to  touch  the  lyre  ? 
Ah  me! the  fifter  Mufes  ftill  require 

A  fpirit  free  from  all  intrufive  fears, 
.  Nor  will  they  deign  to  wipe  away  the  tears 
Of  vain  ret^ret,   that  dim  their  facred  fire. 
But  when  thy  fandion  crowns  my  fimple  lays, 

A  ray  of  pleafurc  lights  my  languid  mind, 
For  well  I  know  the  value  of  thy  praife ; 

And  to  how  fcwy  the  flattering  meed  confin'd. 

That  thou, their  highly  favour'd  brows  to  bind. 

Wilt  weave  green  myrtle,  and  unfading  bays ! 


SONNET 
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SONNET         XXXV. 

TO      FORTITUDE. 

IV  TYMPH  of  the  rock!  whofe  dauntlefs  fpirit  braves 
"^  ^    The  beating  ftorm,  and  bitter  winds  that  howl 
Round  thy  cold  breaft;  and  hear' ft  the  burfting  waves, 

And  the  deep  thunder  witli  iinfhaken  foul ; 
Oh  come ! and  fhew  how  vain  the  cares  that  prefs 

On  my  weak  bofom — and  how  little  worth 
Is  the  fali'e  fleeting  meteor  happinefs, 

Thatflill  miflcads  the  wanderers  of  the  earth! 
Strengthen'd  by  thee,  this  heart  fliall  ceafe  to  melt 

O'er  ills  that  poor  humanity  mufl:  bear; 
Nor  friends  eflrang'd,  or  ties  diffolv'd  be  felt 
To  leave  regret,  and  fruitlefs  anguifn  there  : 
And  when  at  length  it  heaves  its  latefl  figh, 
Thou  and  mild  hope,  Ihall  teach  me  how  to  die! 


SONN  ET 
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SONNET         XXXVI. 


r^^HOULD  the  lone  Wanderer,  fainting  on  his  way, 
^^  Reft  for  a  moment  of  the  fultry  hours, 
And  tho'  his  path  thro'  thorns  and  rough nefs  lay, 

Pluck  the  wild  rofe,  or  woodbines  gadding  flowers: 
Weaving  gay  wreaths,  beneath  fome  flickering  tree. 

The  fenfe  of  forrow,  he  awhile  may  lofe ; 
So  have  I  fought  thy  flowers,  fair  Poefy! 

So  charm'd  my  way,  with  Friendlliip  and  the  Mufe. 
But  darker  now  grows  life's  unhappy  day,     * 

Dark,  with  new  clouds  of  evil_,  yet  to  come. 
Her  pencil  flckening  Fancy  throws  away, 

And  weary  Hope  reclines  upon  the  tomb; 
And  points  my  wiflies  to  that  tranquil  fhore. 
Where  the  pale  fpeclre  Care,  purfues  no  more. 

L  Q^U  O  TAT  I  O  N  S, 


QUOTATIONS,    NOTES  and   EXPLANATIONS. 


SONNET  I. 

(a)  Ah  !   then,  how  dear  the  Mufe's  favours  coft. 
If  thofe  paint  forrow  beft who  feel  it  moft ! 

The  well  fung  woes  fliall  foothe  my  penfive  ghoft  ; 
He  beft  can  paint  them,  who  fhall  feel  them  moft. 

Pope's  Eloifa  to  Ahelard,   Tfidih  line. 

SONNET        II. 

(b)  Anemonies,  that  fpangled  every  grove. 
Anemony  Nemerofo.     Tlie  wood  Anemony. 

SONNET        III. 

(c)  The  idea  from  the  43d  Sonnet  of  Petrarch.     Secondo  parte. 

Quel  rofigniuol,  che  fi  foave  piagne. 

SONNET         V. 

(d)  Your  turf,  your  flowers  among. 

VVhofe  turf,  whofe  ftiades,  whofe  flowers  among. 

(c)  Aruna ! 

The  river  A  run. 


Gray. 


SONNET         VI. 

(f)  '  For  me  the  vernal  garland  blooms  no  more.' 

Pope's  Imitation  of  thcfirjl  Ode  of  the  fourth  Book  of  Horace. 

(i)  <■  Mifery's  love,' 

Shakefpcare' s  King  fohn, 

SONNET 
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SONNET        VII. 

(h)  '  On  the  night's  dull  ear.' 

Shakefpeare, 

(i)  Whether  on  Spring — Alludes  to  the  fuppofed  migration  of  the  Nightingale. 

(i)  The  penfive  Mufc  fhall  own  thee  for  her  mate. 


Whether  the  Mufc  or  Love  call  thee  his  mate. 
Both  them  I  fcrve,  and  of  their  train  am  I. 


Milton's  Firjl  Sonnet. 


SONNET        VIII. 

(I)  Have  power  to  cure  all  fadnefs — but  defpair. 

To  the  heart  infpires 

Vernal  delight  and  joy,  able  to  drive 

All  ladnefs  but  defpair. 

Paradife  Loji^  Fourth  Book. 

SONNET         IX. 
(m)  And  laugh  at  tears  themfelves  have  forc'd  to  flow. 

And  hard  unkindnefs'  alter'd  eye, 

That  mocks  the  tear  it  forc'd  to  flow. 

Gray. 

SONNET         XI. 

(n)  And   the  poor  Sea  boy,   in  the  rudeft  hour. 

Enjoys  thee  more  than  he  who  wears  a  crown. 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  maft 

Seal  up  the  fhip  boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  impetuous  furgc  ?  iic. 

Shakefpeare' s  Henry  IV. 

SONNET 
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SONNET        Xir. 

(o)  And  fuits  the  mournful  temper  of  my  foul. 

This  line  is  not  my  own,  but  I  know  not  where  to  look  for  it. 

SONNET         XIII. 
(p)  Pommi  ove'l  Sol,  ouide  i  fiori  e  I'erba. 

Petrarch,   Sonnetto  112.     Parte  primo, 

SONNET         XIV. 
{q)  Erano  i  capei  d'oro  all  aura  fparfi. 


SONNET 
(r)  Se  lamentar  augelli  o  verdi  fronde. 

SONNET 

(f)  Valle  che  de  lamenti  mici  fc  plena. 

SONNET 

(t)   Scrivo  in  te  I'amato  nome 
Di  coleij  per  cui,  mi  moro, 

I  do  not  mean  this  as  a  tranflation;  the  original  is  much  longer,  and  full  of  images, 
which  could  not  be  introduced  in  a  Sonnet. — And  feme  of  them,  tho'  very  beautiful 
in  the  Italian,  would  I  believe  not  appear  to  advantage  in  an  Englifh  drefs. 


Sonnetto  bq.     Parte  primo. 
XV. 

Sonnetto  21.     Parte  fecondo. 
XVI. 

Sonnetto  33.     Parte  fecondo. 
XVII. 


M 
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SONNET        XXI. 

(ti)  '  Poor  Maniac' 

See  the  Story  of  the  Lunatic. 

'  Is  this  the  deftlny  of  Man  ?  Is  he  only  happy  before  iie  pofleflcs  his  reafon,  or 
after  he  has  loft  it? — Full  of  hope  you  go  to  gather  flowers  in  Winter,  and  arc 
grieved  not  to  find  any — and  do  not  know  why  they  cannot  be  found.' 

Sorroius  of  Werter.     Volume  Sscond. 

SONNET         XXIL 

(v)  '  I  climb  ftecp  rocks,  I  break  my  way  through  copfes,  among  thorns  and 
briars  which  tear  me  to  pieces,  and  I  feel  a  little  relief.' 

Sorrows  of  IVerter.     Volume  Firji. 

SONNET         XXIII. 

(iv)  '  The  greater  Bear,  favourite  of  all  the  conftellations  ;  for  when  I  left  you  of 
an  evening  it  us'd  to  Ihine  oppofite  your  window.' 

Sorrows  of  TVtrtcr.     Volume  Second. 

SONNET        XXIV. 

(x)  'At  the  corner  of  the  church  yard  which  looks  towards  the  fields,  there  arc 
two  lime  trees — it  is  there  I  wifh  to  rtft.' 

Sorrows  of  JVerter.     Volume  Second, 

SONNET         XXV. 

(y)  '  May  my  death  remove  every  obftacle   to  your  happinefs. — Be  at  peace,  I 
-• 
entreat  you  be  at  peace.' 

Sorroius  of  Werter.     Volume  Second. 
SONNET 
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SONNET        XXVI. 

(z)  For  with  the  infant  Otway,  lingering  here. 

Otway  was  born  at  Trotten,  a  village  in  Suflex.  Of  Woolbeding,  another  village 
on  the  banks  of  the  Arun,  (which  runs  thro'  them  both,)  his  father  was  redor. 
Here  it  was  therefore  that  he  probably  pafTed  many  of  his  early  years.  The  Arun 
is  here  an  inconfiderable  ftream,  winding  in  a  channel  deeply  worn,  among  meadow, 
heath  and  wood. 

SONNET        XXVIL 

(aa)  '  Content,  and  carelefs  of  to-morrow's  fare.' 

Thomfon. 

SONNET         XXVIII. 

(bb)  '  Balmy  hand  to  bind.' 

Collins. 

SONNET         XXX. 

(cc)  Clematis  flaunts. 

Clematis.  The  plant  Bind- with,  or  Virgin's  bower,  which  towards  the  end  of 
June  begins  to  cover  the  hedges  and  fides  of  rocky  hollows  with  its  beautiful 
foliage,  an  J  flowers  of  a  yellowifh  white  and  of  an  agreeable  fragrance;  which 
are  fuccceded  by  feed  pods,  that  bear  fome  refemblance  to  feathers  or  hair,  whence 
it  is  fometimes  called  Old  Man's  Beard. 

(dd)  Banks!  which  infpir'd  thy  Otway's  plaintive  (train  ! 
Wilds  !  whofe  lorn  echo's  learn'd  the  deeper  tone 
Of  Collins'  powerful  fhell ! 

Collins, 


[     44     1 

Collins,  as  well  as  Otway,  was  a  native  of  this  country  ;  and  I  fhould  imagine  at 
feme  period  of  his  life  an  inhabitant  of  this  neighbourhood,  fincc  in  his  beautiful 
Ode  on  the  death  of  Colonel  Rofs,   he'  fays  : 

The  Mufe  (hall  ftiU,  with  focial  aid, 
Her  gentlcft  promifc  keep. 
E'en  humble  Harting's  cottag'd  vale 
Shall  learn  the  fad  repeated  tale, 
And  bid  her  fhepherds  weep. 

And  in  the  Ode  to  Pity  : 

Wild  Arun  too  has  heard  th^'  ftrains, 
And  Echo,  midil  my  native  plains. 
Been  footh'd  with  Pity's  lute. 


SONNET 
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!cc)  '  Alpine  flowers.' 

An  infinite  variety  of  plants  are  found  on  thefe  hills,  particularly  about  tlii. 
fpot :  many  forts  of  Orchis  and  Ciftus  of  fingular  beauty,  wifli  feveral  others  with 
which  I  am  but  imperfe<5tly  acquainted. 
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(7/9  Thy  natives. 

Otway,    Collins,  Hayley. 
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T    O 


G  R  Y  F  F  Y  D  D    P  R  I  C  E,  Efq. 


MY    DEAR   SIR, 

IN  dedicating  the  following  little  Piece  to 
you,  I  pay  with  pleafure  a  tribute  to  that 
intimacy,  which  has  for  fo  long  a  time  fubfifted 
between  us. — You  have  on  very  many  occa- 
iions,    by  your  counfel,  as  well  as  by  that 
warmth  of  regard  fo  congenial  to  the  Bene- 
volence of  your  heart,  protected  the  Author. 
Extend  that  protection  now  to  his  youngeft 
Child — the  Public,  I  gratefully  acknowledge, 
have  kindly  provided  for  the  others. 

A  2  It 


iv  DEDICATION. 

It  is  with  peculiar  propriety  that  I  addrefs 
this  Poem  to  You,  who,  during  a  long  and 
vexatious  Law-fuit,  at  all  times  was  my  Ad- 
vifer  and  Friend,  as  being  yourfelf  perfectly 
convinced  I  had  much  hardlhip  to  com- 
plain of,  and  the  more  fo,  if  my  own  m/f- 
placed  Confidence  had  half  fhut  the  Door  of 
Redrefs. 

Though  we  have  a  Saying  which  allows 
thofe  to  laugh  who  win^  yet  there  is  none 
which  prohibits  thofe  who  lofe  to  be  merry. 
And  if,  under  circumftances  not  ufually  pro- 
du(9:ive  of  chearfulnefs — if,  having  occur- 
rences to  ftruggle  againft  totally  unlocked 
for — if,  harafTed  from  Term  to  Term  by  ex- 
penfive  Delays — if,  teazed  by  an  Arbitration 
awarded  againft  me  in  fo  unjttftifiable  a  man- 
ner as  to  be  fet  afide,  by  the  unanimous  opi- 
nion of  the  Court,  on  the  fole  hearing  of 
Counfel  in  fupport  of  it — if,   fitting  amidft 

the 
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the  Ruins  of  my  own  houfe,  I  could  divert 
thefe  unpleafant  ideas  by  taking  up  my  pen 
to  play  with  111  Fortune  ; — it  will  prove  that 
I  contended  without  Animolity,  and  profe- 
cuted  mens  aEiions — not  the  men. 

Whoever  may  have  a  Suit  at  Common 
Law,  which,  like  mine,  fhall  linger  on  for  a 
confiderable  while,  will  have  more  ample  oc- 
cafion  to  know  the  world,  than  a  more  peace- 
ful intercourfe  with  it  would,  in  a  long  feries 
of  years,  have  taught  him.  My  Litigation, 
from  its  fubje^l,  its  peculiarity,  and  its  dura- 
tion, much  attracted  the  Public  notice  :  a 
profejfwnal  alarm  was  founded,  and  I  found 
immediately  that  I  had  aHoft  to  contend  with. 
The  attachment,  the  ardor,  and  the  fteadinefs 
of  my  friends  was  as  open  and  conipicuous 
as  it  was  to  me  honourable  and  intereftingr. — 
It  afforded  me  the  higheft  gratification  I  could 

feel. 
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feel,  that  of  perceiving  by  how  firm  a  tye  I 
polTefled  the  efteem  of  charadlers  I  truly  loved 
and  relpedled. 

Whilft  I  am  paying  thefe  friends  my  juftly- 
merited  acknowledgments,  I  refle6t  with  the 
moft  fenfible  concern,  that  there  was  one 
amongft  them  whom  my  fentiments  of  grati- 
tude can  never  more  reach — I  mean  the  late 
Robert  Palmer,  Esq;  between  whom  and 
myfelf,  in  the  long  fpace  of  thirty-eight  years, 
there  had  fubfifted  the  firmed  intimacy;  who, 
to  his  laft  hour,  was  fuch  an  ornament  to  his 
profeilion,  that  few  men  through  Life  have  been 
more  beloved^  or,  in  Death,  more  univerfally 
regretted. — It  is  not  enough  to  lay,  that  during 
my  vexatious  difpute,  I  had  his  Countenance, 
his  Advice  ;  but  I  will  further  add,  that  the 
pcrfonal  Attendance  of  fuch  a  Characler  as  his 
all  the  time  of  my  different  Trials,  long  as  they 

5  were, 
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v/ere,  and  at  his  advanced  period  of  life, 
ftamped  a  Credit  both  on  Jlfe  and  my  Caufe^ 
whatever  the  ilTue  of  it  proved  to  be. 

I  fliould  alfo  violate  my  own  feelings,  were 
I  not  to  embrace  this  opportunity  of  publicly 
thanking  thofe  Gentlemen  who  were  my 
Counfel  in  my  late  Trial  (in  which  alone 
the  full  Merits  of  my  Caufe  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  be  entered  into),  to  whom  my  fincere 
acknowledgments  for  the  full  Exertion  of  their 
diftinguifhed  Abilities  are  as  ftriftly  due  as 
gratefully  paid :  nor  can  I  avoid  expreffino- 
a  real  concern,  that  the  unwearied  affiduity, 
the  fkill,  and  the  moll  laudable  perfeverance 
and  attention  of  my  Attorney,  fliould  not  have 
procured  him  the  merited  fatisfacSlion  of  ob- 
taining one  Triumph  more,  over  thofe  Anta- 
gonifls  whom  he  had  thrice  before  compleatly 
conquered. 

In 
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In  the  multitude  of  profejjional  opponents 
whom  I  found  I  had  to  encounter,  neither 
Juftice  or  Gratitude  would  forgive  me,  were 
I  to  forget  that  faithful  Abdiel  and  his 
Friend,  who,  in  Milton's  words, 

UnJJjaken,   unfeducd^   tmterrify  dy 

Par.  Lost,  Lib.  v. 

oppofed  the  Phalanx,  and  dared  not  only  to 
renounce  the  profeffional  Creed,  but  openly 
to  maintain  the  doctrine  of  Common  Senfe — 
That  wherever  there  was  Trust,  there  muft 
he  Responsibility. 

Therefore,  as  my  Caufe  was  not  loft  from 
any  defc6l  of  my  Friends,  nor  yet  from  want 
of  Firmnefs  in  my  Witnefles,  who  all  felt 
themfelves  bold  in  their  own  integrity,  nor 
from  want  of  Merits  (as  I  had  conceived  till 
it  was  determined  otherwifc)  I  have  no  other 
Judgment   to   confole  myfelf  with,  but  that 

pronounced 
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pronounced  long  ago  by  the  wife  King  of 
Israel,  and  which  I  have  not  yet  learned 
has  been  reverfed  for  Error  in  any  Court  of 
Westminster  Hall — That ''  the  Battle  is 
*'  not  always  to  the  Strong.'^'* 

When  Francis  the  First  was  made 
prifoner  at  the  battle  of  Pavia,  his  unfub- 
dued  fpirit  communicated  the  event  to  his 
Mother  in  this  memorable  expreffionj  — 
Madame^  tout  efl  perdu  hors  Phonneur, — The 
latter  confideration  mitiaated  the  former. — 
And  if  a  distressed  Poet  might  prefume 
to  (hare  with  a  distressed  Monarch  the 
feelings  of  a  Man,  I  would  patiently  confole 
myfelf  with  the  fame  feritiment , 

After  all,  my  w^orthy  Friend,  when  we 
confider  the  pitiful  difputes  which  fo  agi- 
tate the  human  race,  whether  excited  by 
Mifunder  Handing,  by  Intereft,  or  by  Pro- 
fa  fligacy, 
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fliaacv,  I  am  induced  to  think,  that  the 
Philofopher  who  can  fmile  at  them  is  a  far 
wifer  man  than  he  who  fits  forrowing  over 
them. — The  triumph  of  a  Victor  is,  perhaps, 
almofl:  as  Ihort-lived  as  the  difappointment 
of  the  Conquered  ! — the  impreflions  of  both 

are    tranfient! Pafs   but   a   few    fleetina 

years,  and  the  hand  of  Time  fweeps  into 
the  Regions  of  oblivious  Silence  the  Plaintiff 
and  Defendant,  the  Judge  and  Jury,  who 
become  as  compleatly  forgotten  as  the  old 
Woman  who  retailed  to  the  Court  her  Par- 
liament Gingerbread. 

Waiting,  therefore,  that  happier  j^ra  when 
no  Complaint  fhall  ftand  in  want  of  a  Remedy, 
let  us  laugh  at  thofe  evils  we  cannot  redrefs — 
we  thereby  preferve  our  Good-humour,  and 
Good-humour  is  the  Guardian  of  our  health 
and  fpirits. — The  journey  of  Life  mufl  inevit- 
ably 
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ably  fometimes  lead  through  rugged  and  dif- 
ficult roads,  yet  it  will  always  be  rendered 
fufficiently  pleafurable  when  we  meet  on  our 
way  with  fuch  Chara61:ers  as  Your's;  for 
which  no  one  can  entertain  a  more  affe6lionate 
efteem  than  myfelf  ^   who  remain, 


DEAR     SIR, 


Your  obliged  and  faithful 


Friend  and  Servant, 


GEO.     K  E  A  T  E. 

London, 
May  1787. 
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CANTO     THE     FIRST. 

^1  AY,  why  flioiild  Poverty's  predidlion 

O'ercloud  the  fprightly  fcenes  of  Fidion  ? 
Wherefore  fo  long  entail'd  its  curfe, 
On  all  the  numerous  fons  of  Verfe? 
Who  fcarce  poffeffing  from  their  birth  5 

A  legal  fettlement  on  earth, 
Exalted  to  a  garret  ftory. 
Live  on  imaginary  glory. 

Ah  1  much  I  grieve  to  think  how  hard 
The  lot  of  an  Aerial  Bard!  10 

B  Compeird, 
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Compell'dj  hlmfelf  fo  ill  at  eafe, 

To  force  a  fmile,  and  ftrivc  to  plcafe ; 

With  nothing  but  bare  walls  in  view, 

To  pidlure  fcenes  he  never  knew! 

To  ling  of  inafques^    and  city-feajli7ig^  1 5 

Things  which  he  never  dealt  the  leaft  in  j 

The  anxious  care  that  wealth  creates, 

Or  which  on  fplendid fortu?ie  waits : 

Againft  his  feelings  and  his  wifhes. 

To  cater  and  cook  up  ftrange  diflies;  20 

To  humour  ev'ry  patron's  tafte, 

Flummry  for  this,  for  that  puff  pajle  ; 

Oft  tarnifh'd  fubje6ts  burnifh  bright. 

And  make  what's  black  in  o-rain  look  white. 

Nay,  fometimes  his  poetic  dreams  25 

Waft  him  to  more  exalted  themes  ; 
From  his  joint  ftool  elate  he  foars. 
And  proud  Olympus'  height  explores, 

1  Ranges 
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Ranges  in  lofty  odes  the  iky, 

Loft  in  obfcure  fublimhy ;  30 

For  true  fublime  begins  and  ends 

In  what  no  mortal  comprehends. 

Fearlefs  he  treads  thofe  dread  abodes, 

Where  Jove  drinks  Nedlar  with  the  Gods, 

Tells  all  his  ragamuffin  ftories,  35 

And  damns  his  Whigs,  and  damns  his  Tories. 

Or  where  gay  Juno,  fomcwhat  frifky. 

Her  maids  of  honor  treats  with  whijky  \ 

Her  hufband,  vixen-like,  befpatters, 

And  tears  each  female's  fame  to  tatters.-—  40 

In  congrefs  fee  th'  Immortals  fit, 

With  lefs  than  mortal  fenfe  or  wit ; 

So  coarfe  their  thoughts,  fo  low  their  jokes. 

You'd  fwear  them  all  St.  Giles's  folks. — 

Th'  impaflion'd  bard  now  trots,  now  prances,  45 

Still  PiNDAR-like  curvets  and  dances; 

B  2  Now 
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Now  loft  in  cloud,  now  full  in  day, 

Till  his  fteed  fairly  runs  away  : 

Quite  parch'd  with  thirft  he  quits  the  fky, 

And  finds  his  porter-pot  run  dry;  50 

Nay  ftilj,  perchance,  more  direful  hap, 

Can  get  no  credit  at  the  tap  ; 

The  landlord,  void  of  tafte,  refufcs 

To  wet  the  whiftle  of  the  Mufes. 

Thus  the  flirill  lark,  on  trembling  wings,  "   55 

Upborn  in  air  ftill  foaring  fings, 
At  laft  almoft  efcap'd  from  view, 
Drops  to  the  earth  from  whence  he  flew  : 
Ode-writers  hence,  if  wife,  fhould  know, 
How  quick  the  fall  from  high  to  low,  60 

The  plowman  who  his  fong  hath  heard. 
Cares  not  three  farthings  for  the  bird ; 
So  thofe  who  deal  in  notes  fublime. 
Are  rarely  paid  their  lofs  of  time. 

Tho' 
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Tho'  ills  like  thefe,  and  many  more,  65 

Invefl:  the  poet's  garret-door, 
Whofe  pen  and  looks   alike  confefs 
The  fharpen'd  features  of  diftrefs ; 
Yet  fome  there  are  who  court  the  Nine, 
On  whom  the  ftars  ferener  fliine,  70 

Who  all  at  eafe  in  Fortune's  fliades. 
Sport  with  the  fair  Aonian  Maids ; 
Whom  no  mean  interefts  ever  fire, 
To  proftitute  the  facred  lyre  ; 

Whofe  artful  firings  are  touch'd  alone,  75 

When  willing  Fancy  gives  the  tone. 
Whether  intent  to  bring;  to  light 
That  filent  worth  which  fhuns  the  fight ; 
Love's  myrtle  wreath  for  Beauty  twine. 
Or  hang  a  lay  on  Friendfhip's  flirine  ;  80 

Some  tale  of  fabled  woe  to  rear. 
And  Ileal  the  plaudit  of  a  tear  ; 

To 
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To  paint  the  triumph  of  a  mind, 

To  honor  train'd,  by  truth  refin'd  ; 

Or  phice  the  Hero  bright  in  view,  .  85 

And  give  to  virtue,  virtue's  due. 

Whatever  their  theme,  their  only  claim, 

In  all  they  write,  is — honeft  fame. 

A  Bard  like  this,  who  never  knew 
Thofe  cares  which  oft  his  tribe  purfue,  90 

Pleas'd  would  employ  his  vacant  hours, 
By  wak'ning  Fancy's  fportive  pow'rs  ; 
And  if  he  haply  chanc'd  to  ftart 
Some  fubjedl  which  engag'd  his  heart, 
If  from  that  fubjedl  he  could  raife  95 

Lines  that  might  glow  in  Virtue's  praife, 
Vv^ith  anxious  fondnefs  he  would  nurfc 
To  profp'rous  growth  his  infant  verfe ; 
And  if,  with  diffidence  and  doubt. 
He  brought  at  laft  his  offspring  out,  100 

Set 
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Set  it  before  the  public  eye, 
To  know  if  it  {Kould  live,  or  die, 
'Twas  trufting  to  experience  yet 
That  candor  he  fo  oft  had  met. 

But,  Reader,  to  purfue  my  tale,  105 

I  mufl  draw  off  Illufion's  veil, 
And  freely  own  the  boafted  Nine, 
Tho'  ,by  moft  writers  deem'd  divine^ 
Are  tindur'd,  fpite  of  all  we're  told. 
And  ftrongly  too,  with  mortal  movXd,  1 10 

Deferting  that  exalted  line, 
Where  they  are  deftin'd  moft  to  fhine, 
Too  often  they'll  foment  a  fquabble. 
In  politics  too  often  dabble  ; 

Like  wantons,  lure,  by  winning  ways,  115 

Th'  incautious  youth  vvho  flop  to  gaze ; 
Seduce  them  up  Parnassus'  fteep. 
Where  fcarce  the  Jlrong  firm  footing  keep, 

And 
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And  weaker  followers  flide  and  drop, 

Ere  they  have  half  attain'd  its  top, 120 

Thefe  Dames  too,  of  celeftial  birth. 

As  the  vain  beauties  of  the  earth, 

Proud  of  their  charms,  their  pov^er,  their  flation, 

Live  like  coquets  on  admiration : 

And  if  they  once  indulgence  fliow  125 

To  any  votary  below, 

Who  hath  their  magic  arts  admir'd. 

And  half  believM  himfelf  infpir'd  ; 

Should  he  perchance,  in  evil  hour. 

Become  negledful  of  their  power,  130 

Or  if  fome  rival  charm  fhould  ftart. 

To  fafcinate  his  yielding  heart; 

Then  in  their  heavenly  breafts  is  {^<tx\. 

The  full  effects  of  mortal  fpleen  ; 

Parnassus  ftraight  is  in  a  blaze,  135 

The  Muses  run  nine  different  ways. 

All 
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All  Is  cabal,  complaint,  and  chatter, 

None  but  themfelves  know  what's  the  matter. 

Each  female  paflion  now  afloat, 

By  jealoufy  they're  veer'd  aboiitj  140 

No  arrogance  of  earthly  beauty 

Could  more  refent  a  breach  of  duty; 

By  conqueft  proud,  they  can't  fuftain 

The  lofs  of  one  who  fwell'd  their  train ; 

Each  ftratagem  is  put  in  motion j  145 

To  brinor  him  back  to  their  devotion. 

Our  Culprit,  who  no  ill  intended, 
Had  thus  their  HighneflTes  offended  ; 
Their  backs  were  upj  their  pride  was  nettled, 
Their  fpirit  rouz'd,  their  hopes  unfettled.  150 

Be  ours  a  great  revenge,  faid  they, 
Muses,  like  dogs,  will  have  their  day  ; 

C  And 
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And  we'll  this  truant  Love  defpite, 

By  making  bis  as  black  as  night. 

"V\  hat  !  fliall  another  boafl  the  art  155 

To^  alienate  our  votary's  heart  ? 

Inflame  his  breafl:  with  other  Arcs 

Than  thofe  our  Sijlerhood  infpires  ? 

But  foon  he  to  his  coft  {Lall  know 

We  are  not  to  be  dealt  with  for  j6o 

By  Aganippe's  facred  flrcam, 

Of  which  delirloui  poets  dream, 

And  rave  and  write,  fo  much,  you'd  think 

'Twas  at  their  meals  their  conftant  drink; 

By  bright  Apollo's  golden  locks,  165, 

With  which  they'd  grace  their  own  dull  blocks  ^ 

Nay,  by  old  Pegasus  bende, 

Whom  they  all  want  to  mount  and  ride, 

Tho'  they  would  ftrength  and  judgment  lack 

To  fit  five  minutes  on  his  back;  170 
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By  thefe  we  fvvear  we'll  never  ceafe 

To  crofs  his  projeds  and  his  peace, 

Till  he  returns  to  his  alleoriance. 

And  vows  us  once  again  obedience. 

Let  us  then,  porting  fwift  as  wind,  175 

The  Monarch  of  our  Mountain  find ! 

His  Delphic  Worfhip  ne'er  refufes 

To  vindicate  the  flighted  Muses  : 

He'll  rate  the  vagrant  like  a  fury, 

And  be  at  once  both  judge  and  jury.  180 

Ah,  flop  !  fair  Virgins  of  the  lyre  ! — 
Can  fancied  flights  fuch  bofoms  fire  ! 
Say,  can  your  minds  celejlial  prove 
Thofe  paltry  piques  which  Mortals  move  ? 
Or  of  thofe  fprings  conceive  a  notion,  185 

That  fet  their  dirty  tricks  in  motion  ? — 
Daughters  of  Jove  I  can  You  difgrace, 
By  fquabbling  thus,  your  royal  Race? 

C  2  Wife 
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Wife  as  you  nic,  you  want  a  tutor  ; 

Never  run  down  a  fingle  fuitor,  190 

Nor  treat  your  fcrvants  cavalierly, 

Who  earn,  you  know,  their  bread  fo  dearly. 

Your  wages  low,  your  liveries  bare, 

Your  houfc-keeping  as  thin  as  air  ; 

Fame's  their  fole  vails,  their  only  gain,  I95 

And  this  they  often  fue  in  vain  ; 

Nay  more,  I'll  tell  you,  by  the  bye. 

You'd  be  mere  nothings  in  the  fky. 

If  the  poor  fcribblers  of  the  earth 

Did  not  fupport  your  place  and  birth,  200 

Tho'  my  affertion's  bold,  tis  true, 

You  live  by  them^  not  they  hy  you » 

Thefe  flighty  Dames  in  vain  I'm  teaching, 
They're  all  bounc'd  off  while  I've  been  preaching ; 
Giddy,  and  train'd  in  fcenes  of  fiflion,  205 

They  never  liften  to  convidion  I 

8  '  But 
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But  fpread  their  ftories  far  and  near, 

Like  mifchief-making  goflips  here. 

lil-fortune  to  our  Bard  muft  follow  ! 

They'll  get  afummons  from  Apollo,  2iO 

Who,  right  or  wrong,  will  take  their  part, 

And  find  the  means  to  make  him  fmart. 

Oh,  Nature!  whofe  extended  fway 

All  but  the  Sons  of  Art  obey, 

Who,  blooming  in  immortal  youth,  215 

Around  thee  fpread'ft  Grace,  Love,  and  Truth  ; 

Could  thy  fimpiicity  thus  fire 

The  jealous  Muses'  vengeful  ire  ? 

Can  no  one  give  up  rhyme  for  reafon, 

But  They  muft  deem  the  adion  treafon  ?  220 

If  our  poor  Poet  'gainft  their  laws 

Hath  err'd,  thou  only  waft  the  caufe  ; 

For,  Divine  Goddess,  'twas  to  thee 

He  rais'd  his  eye,  and  bow'd  his  knee  ! 

Won 
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Won  by  thy  povv'rs,  the  more  he  gaz'd,  225 

More  on  his  fcnfe  thy  beauties  bhiz'd  ; 

In  all  thy  works  his  ravifli'd  eye 

Met  nought  but  perfed;  harmony  ; 

No  wonder  then  his  raptur'd  mind 

To  Nature's  nobler  charms  inclin'd,  230 

Fond  all  her  movements  to  revere, 

And  trace  her  thro'  her  wide  career. 

In  all  her  filent  fliadcs  conceal'd, 

Or  in  her  lovelieft  blaze  reveal'd. — 

Thus  rous'd  from  Fancy's  trivial  dreams,  235 

To  Nature's  more  inviting  themes, 

He  aim'd  X.o  Jketch  her  operations. 

When  a6llng  on  the  human  paflions; 

How  bright  the  foul  to  Virtue  gain'd, 

How  dark,  by  vice  or  intereft  ftain'd  !  240 

How  Truth  with  hand  unerring  darts ! 

How  Innocence  attrads  all  hearts ! 

How 
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How  looks  can  plead,  how  fighs  may  teach 

In  terms  more  eloquent  than  fpeech  ! 

True  votary  now,  he  wifh'd  to  raife  24.5 

A  little  Temple  to  her  praife. 

Where  he  in  elegant  array 

Her  various  wonders  might  difplay,, 

Exhibit  the  myfterious  chain 

Which  links  her  complicated  reign,  250 

And  fpread  on  each  illumin'd  fide 

What  Mines  conceal,  and  Oceans  hide. 

'Twas  this  enrag'd  the  Muses'  fpirits, 
And  made  their  eyes  as  red  as  ferrets. 
When  pafllon  fhakes  thefe  lovely  creatures,  255 

They  lofe  at  once  their  heavenly  features, 
And  in  their  poor  degraded  breaft 
Each  mortal  feeling  (lands  confeft. 
Read  but  the  wars  of  Greece  and  Troy, 
At  every  fchool  taught  every  boy :  260 

Old 
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Old  Homer  pidures  to  our  view 

The  manners  of  th'  Olympian  crew  ; 

How  they  deceive,  cheat,  fight,  and  fquabblc, 

Far  worfe  than  any  blackguard  rabble  ; 

From  the  great  cuckold-maker  Jovf,  265 

And  the  intriguing  Queen  of  Love, 

From  drunken  Bacchus,  fwaggering  Mars, 

Down  to  the  race  of  lelTcr  Stars, 

'Tis  difcord  all,  eternal  brawling, 

Nay  worfe,  eternal  caterwauling! 270 

DiAN  alone,  of  all  the  fky, 

Affedls  to  boafi:  virginity^ 

Which  makes  each  female  there  expofe 

Her  modejly  where'er  flic  goes ; 

And  on  her  head  a  7noon  they  flick,  275 

To  mark  her  for  a  Lu?iatic. 

Now,  Reader,  if  th'  Immortal  Race 

Can  thus  Olympus'  realms  difgrace, 

If 
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If  from  the  Court  end  of  the  world 

Such  wretched  dialogues  are  hurl'd,  280 

Parnassus  hardly  will  be  found 

In  more  politenefs  to  abound. 

To  own  the  truth,  'tis  nearly  equal, 

As  we  fhall  fliew  you  in  the  fequel. 

Should  you  compaffionate  our  Bard,  285 

And  think  his  perfecution  hard, 

You'll  wifh  to  know  how  matters  went ; 

I  hold  the  pen  with  that  intent ; 

But  you  muft  give  a  writer  time, 

Whether  it  be  in  Profe,  or  Rhyme,  290 

Fads  fhould  be  clear,  and  duly  ftated, 

A  tale  is  marr'd  if  ill  related. 

We'll  leave  our  Poet  for  the  prefent. 

Indulging  thoughts  extremely  pleafant, 

Arranging  all  his  future  building,  295 

Settling  its  ornaments  and  gilding: 

D  Whilft 


i8  THE     DISTRESSED     POET. 

Whilft:  he's  his  votive  fchemc  purfuing, 

Unconfcious  of  the  mifchief  brewing, 

Let  us  the  angry  Muses  follow, 

Who're  on  the  wing  to  feek  Apollo.  30a 


END    OF    rilE    FIRST    CANTO. 
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NO W  patience  guard  the  lucklefs  wretch, 
Compell'd  his  thoughts  and  legs  to  ftretch, 
And  round  each  crack  and  covert  wind, 
To  look  for  what  he  cannot  find! 

Whether  it  be  a  great  eftate,  5 

Which  ne'er  was  deftin'd  him  by  Fate  5 
Or  what  he  lefs  might  choofe  to  mention, 
A  good  Tnug  place,  or  fnugger  penfion ; 
Or  for  fome  debtor  fhould  he  fearch, 
Who  bafely  left  him  in  the  lurch,  lO 

Or  one,  that  rogue-like  fhirk'd  his  bail, 
Who  kindly  fav'd  him  from  a  jail. 

D  2  This 
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This  was  in  truth  the  Musis'  cafe  : 
O'er  all  Apollo's  haunts  they  pace  ; 
Nor  up,  nor  round  the  facred  Mount,.  15 

Nor  even  at  th'  infpiring  fount, 
His  vagrant  Worfhip  could  be  met. 
This  put  our  Ladies  in  a  fret. 
And,  Reader,  fhould  I  here  explain 
Why  all  their  fearches  prov'd  in  vain,  20 

"Why  this  great  laurdl'd  prince  of  rhyme 
Was  out  of  place,  and  out  of  time, 
I  can't  unravel  well  the  clue. 
Or  bring  this  matter  fair  to  view, 

Unlefs  we  both  together  paufe,  25 

And  enter  deeper  in  the  caufe. 
You'll  have  no  fcruple  to  confefs 
An  author's  licence  to  digrefs  ; 
To  travel  on,  without  e'er  flopping. 
Or  finding  where  to  bait,  or  pop  in,  30 

Both 
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Both  man  and  horfe  muft  quickly  tire, 

And  Poets  feel  relax'd  their  fire  ; 

Digreflion,  therefore,  pleads  this  merit, 

We  lofe  lefs  leather,  gain  more  fpirit : 

It  ads  juft  like  a  pioneer,  35 

To  make  rough   fmooth,  th'  entangled  clear, 

And,  as  you  journey  on  your  ways 

Serves  as  a  road-map  in  your  chaife  ; 

You  better  comprehend  what's  doing, 

And  mark  the  very  line  you're  going.  40 

Now  fhould  we  take  a  little  furvey, 
How  things  came  thus  turn'd  topfy-turvy, 
Why  thefe  Niiu  Ladies,  tho'  infpir'd. 
Hunted  about  till  they  were  tir'd> 
'Twill  not  feem  ftrange,  if  once  you  know  45 

What  lengths  Apollo  oft  would  go 

A  very  rambler  from  his  birth,. 
Jigging  o'er  half  the  peopled  earth  ; 

Of 
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Of  Ills  flrange  pranks  ftill  new  proofs  giving, 

Changing  his  charadler  and  living.  50 

Now  through  the  Zodiac  fee  him  fleer. 

An  enterprizing  charioteer, 

And  now  fierce  Pegasus  beflriding, 

O'er  the  wide  range  of  metre  riding  ; 

From  whofe  example,  be  it  fpoken,  55 

So  many  necks  have  fince  been  broken. 

At  Troy  Town  walls  this  mighty  God 

Did  not  difdain  to  bear  a  hod, 

A  Bricklayer  then — and  next  he'll  greet  us 

As  Cow-keeper  to  King  Admetus  60 

A  fighing  lover  grown,  in  vain 

He  ftrives  his  Daphne's  heart  to  gain, 

Who  calling  power  to  aid  her  quarrel, 

The  cheated  God  embrac'd  a  laurel ; 

Round  his  unmanly  temples  placing  65 

That  foliage  which  was  moft  difgracing.— — " 

8  Of 
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Of  all  the  rake-fliames  ii)  the  iky, 

None  e'er  pofTefs'd  lefs  gallantry  : 

Sad  NiOBEj  thy  fatal  flory 

Confirms  this  truth,  and  ftains  his  glory  !  yo 

"What !    on  a  Lady  draw  his  bow  I 

And  to  her  race  fuch  vengeance  fhow  ! 

Merely  becaufe  th'  incautious  Dame 

Had  half  eclips'd  his  mother's  fame, 

Outfhone  her  at  a  Theban  ball,  ye 

And  of  Latona  took  the  wall  ; 

'Gainft  Marsyas  next,  turn'd  butcher  hard. 

He  flays  alive  a  rival  bard. 

Leaving  that  fpirit  to  our  time. 

Which  heats  too  oft  the  fons  of  Rhyme,  80 

Who  mercilefs  difledl  each  other, 

And  fkin  with  critic  rage  a  brother. 

Firft  fiddle  to  th'  Olympian  Train, 

What  hand  could  raife  fo  fweet  a  ftrain  ! 

And 
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And  on  his  harp,  no  TFelchman  ever  85 

Was  half  fo  dext'rous,  half  fo  clever. — 

Bcfides  all  this,  as  in  a  glafs, 

He  faw  whate'er  would  come  to  pafs  : 

Was  Prophet,  Soothfayer,  and  Wizard, 

Could  look  into  your  heart  and  gizzard,  90 

Whilll:  from  his  Delphic  trumpet  bounc'd 

Thofe  idle  omens  he  announc'd. 

In  thefe  and  fifty  other  parts. 
The  changeful  God  difplay'd  his  arts. 
Equal  in  all — whate'er  his  will  95 

Urg'd  him  to  ad,  he  play'd  with  fkill  ; 
To  him  it  was  indifferent  quite. 
Or  time,  or  diftancc,  day,  or  night. 
From  realm  to  realm  convey'd  as  foon 
As  if  he  rode  an  Air-BaUoo?i,  100 

Amongft 
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Amongft  the  numerous  occupations, 
V/hich  carried  him  thro'  different  nations, 
Impell'd  by  love,  or  fpleen,  or  whim, 
Fond  o'er  their  various  fcenes  to  fkim, 
To  Phyfic  alfo  he  laid  claim,  105 

And  the  Art  fan(5lion'd  with  his  name  : 
Tho'  never  bred  at  any  college. 
Nor  from  Diplomas  claiming  knowledge, 
By  much  grimace,  and  more  difguife. 
The  multitude  efteem'd  him  wife.  no 

The  pra£lice  fiU'd  his  hours  of  leifure, 
To  him  'twas  frolic,  change,  and  pleafure, 
By  it  fuch  fcenes  to  him  were  fliown. 
As  elfe  he  never  might  have  known  ; 
It  taught  him  eafily  to  find  T15 

What  foolifh  tricks  can  gull  mankind. 

'Twas  thus  his  Godfhip  pafs'd  his  days, 
Or  quite  incog,  or  in  a  blaze  ; 

E  His 
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His  thoughts  on  fome  new  projed  running, 

To  exercife  his  various  cunning.  120 

No  wonder  then  the  Muses  went 

Sometimes,  as  now,  on  a  wrong  fccnt. 

No  wonder  that  they  thus,  in  vain. 

Searched  for  the  Leader  of  their  train, 

Who,  bufied  on  his  own  affairs,  125 

Had  at  this  time  negledlcd  theirs  ; 

For  at  the  inflant  I  am  fpeaking, 

"While  they  their  laurell'd  Chief  were  feeking, 

His  Highnefs,  by  conveyance  neat. 

Had  quitted  his  poetic  feat,  1 30 

And  by  a  medical  vagary 

Induc'd  his  plan  of  life  to  vary, 

Difguis'd,   in  London  now  fat  down, 

The  greatefh  Quack  in  all  the  town, 

And  ftation'd  fnug  on  Ludgate  Hill,  135 

By  Letters  Pate?it  foid  his  Pill, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  virtues  could,  as  hand-bills  fvvore, 
Life's  fecret  labyrinths  explore, 
Each  lurking  mifchief  ferret  out. 

And  all  diforders  fairly  rout. 140 

O,  Reader  !  had  we  time  to  ftop, 

And  lounge  ten  minutes  in  his  fhop, 

To  mark  his  patients'  various  faces, 

Relating  all  their  piteous  cafes, 

Whilft  he,  with  fcientific  fmile,  145 

Feels  for  their  pains,  their  nerves,  their  bile, 

And  vows,  if  they'll  but  take  his  pills. 

He'll  free  them  foon  from  all  their  ills ; 

The  fcene  indeed  might  prove  inviting. 

Yet  the  ftricl  critic  laws  of  writing,  150 

Which  no  fuch  fportive  licence  know. 

Command  that  we  ftraight  forward  go  ; 

No  deviation's  here  permitted. 

Nor  muft  our  turnpike  road  be  quitted, 

E  2  Till 
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Till  on  their  own,  or  other  ground,  155 

Th'  AoNiAN  Maids  once  more  are  found: 

Thanks  to  our  ftars,  our  point  in  view 

Demands  not  a  myfterious  clue  ; 

Nor  needs  it,  to  make  matters  clear, 

Back  to  Parnassus  that  we  fleer,  160 

Since  thefe  high  Dames,  who  far  outvie 

All  others  in  fagacity, 

No  fooner  found  Apollo  gone, 

Than  they  their  travelling  wings  put  on, 

And  pofting  thro'  the  yielding  air,  165 

Full  fpced  to  London  all  repair: 

Arrived,  there  could  not  be  a  doubt 

But  they  would  find  him  quickly  out ; 

They  nos'd  his  Highnefs  with  the  eafe 

That  cats  fmell  mice,  or  mice  fmell  cheefe,  170 

Nor  in  this  great  bamboozled  town 

Was  Kattafelto  better  known. 

Or 
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Or  Doctor  Graham's  pov/erfiil  bed, 

Of  which  uich  wond'rous  things  were  faid  ; 

On  each  dead  wall  of  every  ftreet  175 

His  pafted  folio  puffs  they  meet, 

"  Defcriptive  of  his  pill's  fuccefs, 

**  Which  fcores  were  ready  to  confefs, 

"  How  fmall  their  price,  how  great  their  pow'rs, 

*'  And  what  the  Doclor's  ufual  hours."  180 

The  Muses  look'd  at  one  another, 
And  fcarce  a  gig^glinor  fit  could  fmother  : 

D    DO  O  ~ 

Tho'  they  had  many  a  time  before 
Seen  his  caprices  o'er  and  o'er, 

They  ne'er  conceiv'd  his  laurell'd  head  185 

By  a  tie-wig  would  be  o'erfpread, 
Or  that  he'd  quit  his  glorious  line, 
As  patron  to  the  facred  Nine, 
On  fair  Olympus  turn  his  back, 

Once  Prince  of  Poets,  now  a  Quack:  190 

But 
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But  fome  vagary  to  purfue. 

What  will  not  Gods  or  Mortals  do ! 


Our  Ladies,  it  muft  be  confefs'd, 
Were  at  this  matter  much  diftrefs'd  ; 
Their  pride  was  hurt,    their  own  Apollo  195 

Could  fuch  a  fniv'ling  buftnefs  follow, 
Or  have  for  Quack'ry  fuch  an  itch  : 
But  being  now  juft  at  Fleet  Ditch, 
'Twas  neither  a  fit  place  or  fcafon 
On  all  his  foolifh  pranks  to  reafon,  200 

So  LuDGATE  Hill  they  ftraight  afcended, 
And  at  his  fhop  their  journey  ended. 

Now  when  thefe  fair  Parnassian  trippers 
The  Doctor  found,  in  cap  and  flippers, 
Smoaking  his  pipe,  and  on  his  table  205 

His  pot  of  porter,  quite  unable 

Longer 
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Longer  to  hide  their  fwelling  ire, 

Th'  immortal  Mafter  of  the  Jjre 

They  thus  adcirefs'd — Vv^hat !    does  Apollo 

Think  we  can  this  ill  treatment  fwallow?  2I0 

Without  a  Chief  our  Mountain  left, 

Ourfelves  of  patronage  bereft ; 

Is't  not  enough  to  roufe  our  pafHon, 

To  find  we're  getting  out  of  fafliion  ? 

Our  altars,  which  burnt  once  fo  bright,  215 

Cafting  a  poor  expiring  light, 

Whilft  you,  turn'd  Mountebank  below, 

Care  not  above  how  matters  go  ? 

Who'd  e'er  have  dream'd  the  God  of  Verfe 

Could  condefcend  to  a6t  the  nurfe  ?  220 

Roll  up  vile  pills,  cut  corns,  fpread  blifters, 

And  change  your  pipe  to  pipe  of  glifters  ? 

Roufe,  roufe,  for  lliame,  and  aid  our  quarrel. 

Burn  your  tie-wig,  and  take  your  laurel  5 

4  Your 
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Your  native  fkies  once  more  afcend,  225 

And  all  this  triflinc;  nonfenfe  end  ! 

Whilft  you  are  phyficking  the  nation 

We  lofe  our  power  of  infpiration, 

As  much  diftrefs'd  and  out  of  cafe 

As  minifters  when  out  of  place.  230 

Who  will  invoke,  or  who  obey 

The  Muses,  who  no  longer  fway  ? 

Each  writer  now  will  take  to  profing, 

And  all  his  readers  take  to  dofmg. 

If  Genius  once  is  luU'd  to  flecp,  235 

Who  will  the  fine  Parnassus  keep, 

'Twill  turn  to  a  tea-dri?iking  Gardeit^ 

Nor  you  nor  we  be  worth  one  farthing.  j 

His  tube  Apollo  now  laid  down, 
His  noble  brew  aflum'd  a  frown  :  240 

Zounds,  Girls,  the  angry  God  reply'd, 
Who  can  your  curfed  noife  abide  ? 

In 
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In  Pluto's  name,  fay  what's  the  matter, 

What  brings  you  here,  or  why  this  chatter  ? 

Ni7ie  clacks  at  once  together  going,  245 

And  not  a  foul  the  reafon  knowing ! 

I  plainly  fee  with  half  a  glance. 

Your  tongues  have  got  St.  Vitus'  dance, 

They  jig  fo  much,  and  make  fuch  flips, 

You  cannot  keep  them  in  your  lips  ;  250 

A  pill  of  mine  will  fet  all  right. 

And  you  fliall  each  take  one  to-night. 

The  Muses,  fearing  that  Apollo 

His  pill  might  with  a  blifier  follow, 

Lower'd  their  haughty  tone. — Your  pills,  255 

Great  Sir  (they  cry'd)  can't  cure  our  ills  ; 

But  in  your  pow'r,  and  your  fcience, 

Your  Servants  place  moft  iirm  reliance. 

Quite  confident  your  Godfliip  never 

From  us  will  your  affedion  fever.  260 

p  Nor 
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Nor  wonder  if  both  pride  and  fpirit 

From  youj  our  Sov'reign,  we  inherit ; 

And  if  with  too  much  warmth  and  zeal 

We  to  that  Sov'reign  now  appeal, 

Think  what  juft  rage  muft  be  excited  265 

In  Nine  young  Females  bafcly  flighted. 

Is't  not  enough  that  ev'ry  day 

Our  once  firm  champions  fteal  away, 

And  all  their  rapt'rous  ardour  clofe 

Not  in  brifk  verfe,  but  ftupid  profe  ?  270 

Sure  this  will  vindicate  our  fury 

Before  yourfelf,  or  any  jury. 

Nay,  with  all  thefe  vexations  rife, 

One  whom  wc  decm'd  our  own  for  life, 

OxNE  whom  thro'  ancient  Rome*  wc  led,  275 

And  taught  the  dang'rous  Alps  *  to  tread, 

And  thence  his  fteps  conduced  where 

Our  much  bclov'd,  much  mourn'd  Voltaire 

*  Alluding  to  Poems  of  that  name  formerly  written  by  the  Author. 

In 
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In  Ferney  *  fix'd  that  fplendid  throne 

Which  your  own  voice  confirm'd  his  own  ;  280 

One  too,  who  ween'd  no  Lady  Muse 

To  aid  his  purpofe  durft  refufe, 

Whether  he  chofe  to  move  along 

Plaintive,  in  elegiac fong^ 

Or,  fporting  to  fome  lighter  meafure,  285 

Unlock'd  gay  Humour's  co77ik  treafure, 

Hath  from  our  ftandard  bafely  flown, 

And  to  a  Rival  pref'rence  fliown. 

Can  you  believe  ?  th'  apoflate  creature 

All  his  addrefles  pays  to  Nature  !  290 

To  her  his  faithlefs  arms  he  ftretches. 

Her  charms  adores,  her  movements  Jketches  ; 

To  her  a  Temple  now  he's  raiflng, 

Where  foon  her  altar  will  be  blazing, 

And  all  her  treafures  fparkle  round,  295 

And  the  proud  Dome  her  fame  refound, 

F  2  Unlefs 
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Unlefs  our  own  Apollo  aids 

The  caufe  of  his  deferted  Maids, 

And  blading  FaUhood  in  its  birth, 

DaHies  this  Edifice  to  earth.  3C0 

Since  (quoth  the  God)  you've  found  your  manners, 
I  may  perchance  defend  your  banners  j 
But  ne'er  will  I,  unlefs  I'm  tipfy, 
"When  Jove  himfelf  is  noty^  ipfe^ 

Be  bully'd  by  a  female's  tongue,  305 

The'  glib  as  Juno's  it  were  hung. 
I've  patiently  the  bufinefs  heard. 
Which  hath  all  this  ill  temper  ftirr'd,  ; 
I  feel  your  wrongs  as  much  as  you, 
And  we'll  a  jufl  revenge  purfue  ;  310 

For,  Girls,  while  you  remain  difcreet, 
Who  dares  flight  you  my  wrath  fhall  meet  : 
This  truant,  who  fo  falfe  a  wretch  is. 
Shall  fhortly  rue  his  pj'ofe  and  sketches  ; 

We'll 
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We'll  of  his  TEKfPLE  foon  bereave  him,  315 

Then  fee  if  Nature  can  relieve  him  ; 

He'll  find  her  influence  prove  but  vain, 

And  fue  once  more  to  join  your  train  ; 

But  'twould  not  fuit  my  laurell'd  crown 

With  my  own  hand  to  dafli  it  down.  320 

Kings,  when  fome  dirty  trick  they  try, 

To  dirtier  minifters  apply, 

Who  ftand  before  them  as  a  fcreen, 

While  they  indulge  their  power  or  fpleen  5 

Thus  I'll  deftroy  by  flow  degrees  325 

Th'  Apoftate's  pleafure  and  his  eafe, 

And,  better  to  attain  this  end, 

I'll  do  it  by  his  hofom  friend \ 

'Twill  give  a  keener  pang  befides, 

If  wounded  where  he  mofi  confides,"^  330 

When  Troy  was  built,  you  rccolledl 

I  dabbled  as  an  ArchiteSi  \ 

A  very 
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A  very  forry  one,  you'll  fay, 
But  worfe  fince  then  have  come  in  play, 
And  of  the  art  I've  underftood  335 

Enough,  to  do  more  harm  than  good  ; 
From  better  heads  ideas  ftealing, 
To  plan  a  frieze,  or  form  a  cieling : 
I'll  hint  the  means  while  the  work's  doing, 
To  make  his  Edifice  a  ruin  ;  34° 

And  he  fhall  find  his  fchemes  defeated, 
Before  his  building  is  compleated. 
There  is  befide,  in  this  great  town, 
A  Dame  of  infamous  renown, 

Whofe  great  delight  is  to  embarrafs,  345 

Torment  the  weak,  the  manly  harafs, 
And  by  her  dark  malignant  arts 
Aims  to  difturb  ingenuous  hearts ; 
Living  the  plague  of  half  the  nation. 
Mi/chief  her  trade,  her  name  Vexation  ;  ZS^ 

I  I" 
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In  our  own  fcheme  her  aid  we'll  join. 
And  thus  compleat  the  great  deiign. 


But  now,  my  Girls,  'tis  growing  late, 
St.  Paul's  hath  long  ago  ftruck  eighty 
And,  fince  we've  fet  all  matters  right,  355 

E'en  take  your  beds  with  me  to-night ; 
Being  all  birds  of  the  fame  feather, 
You  may  contrive  to  rooft  together. 
To  tramp  the  ftreets  at  fuch  an  hour 
Would  put  you  in  each  Puppy's  pow'r,  360 

Who  nothing  would  more  gladly  chufe, 
Than  to  pick  up  ^J^ragglmgM\js,E. 
I  know  this  Town  enough  to  fay, 
Here  Folly  reigns  with  ampleft  fway, 
Making  thofe  kindred  vices  thrive  365 

Which  help  to  keep  my  fliop  alive. — 
Nor  think,  foft  Virgins  of  the  lyre. 
Ignoble  views  my  fchemes  infpire. 

If 
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If  oft  my  radiant  form  I  fhroud, 

And  mix  with  the  terreftrial  crowd,  370 

To  fuch  odd  frolics  I'm  inclin'd. 

Merely  to  better  know  mankind, 

Clofer  to  read  the  human  race. 

Which  fome  adorn,  but  more  difgrace. 

Thus  I  on  all  their  adions  gaze,  375 

And  mark  their  little  dirty  ways, 

PafTing  their  lives  in  toil  and  pother, 

By  turns  a  prey  to  one  another. 

I'm  truly  weary  of  the  fight, 

And  fhortly  mean  to  take  my  flight;  380 

But  firfl:  I'll  make  your  Culprit  own, 

Renew'd  obedience  to  your  throne. 

That  future  Bards,  in  future  times, 

Who  dare  for  Profe  relinquifh  Rhymesy 

By  his  example  may  be  taught,  385 

Seceffion's  punifh'd  as  it  ought. 


Th 


IS 


CANTO     THE     SECOND.  ^i 

This  juftice  done,  I  fliut  my  iliop, 

And  feek  with  you  Olympus'  top, 

Where  I  will  make  our  old  dad  Jove, 

And  all  the  jolly  folks  above, 

Shake  their  imperial  lides  with  laughter,  395 

At  what  I  fliall  recount  hereafter. 

When  I  defcribe  them  to  a  tittle 

This  town,  of  which  they  know  fo  little. 

The  various  fcenes  I've  here  furvey'd, 

Conceal'd  beneath  this  mafquerade  3  400 

The  charadlers  with  which  it  teems. 

Some  broad  awake,  fome  loft  in  dreams, 

And  in  the  midft  of  Arts  and  Science, 

Oft  bidding  Common  Senfe  defiance. 

But  this  at  proper  time  you'll  know,  405 

Let  us  now  down  to  fupper  go, 

G  And 
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And  our  convivial  hour  prolong, 

With  fome  good  old  Parnassian  fong ; 

Then,  till  the  ruddy  morn  rtiall  rife, 

In  peaceful  {lumbers  clofe  your  eyes.  410 


END     OF    THE    SECOND     CANTO. 
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NO — not  for  all  that  empty  fame 
Can  give,  or  happieft  writers  claim. 
Nor  what  to  Bards  is  moft  bewitching, 
The  run  of  a  warm  plenteous  kitchen  ; 
Tho'  DoDsLEY  beckon'd  with  his  purfe,  5 

DoDSLEY,  the  Poets'  friend  and  nurfe. 
No — nor  for  all  beneath  the  fkies, 
Would  I  offend  T/je  Unities', 
Nor  my  hiftoric  Tale  difgrace 

By  want  of  Adion,  Time,  or  Place  ;  zo 

Or  in  this  little  Drama  bring, 
Cr  perfon,  circumfiance,  or  thing, 

G  2  That 
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That  Critics,  tho'  fevere,  fhould  not 

Deem  moft  eflential  to  the  plot, 

That  thus  each  part  well  ty'd  together,  15 

The  whole  may  ftand  both  wind  and  weather. 

Tho'  in  obedience  to  thefe  rules, 

We  find  too  often  Genius  cools, 

I  hold  it  clafiical   and  right 

To  keep  them  ever  in  our  fight.  20 

Now,  Reader,  'tis  expedient  here 
That  a  new  Perfonage  appear, 
Not  new  to  all,  tho'  fome  won't  own 
They  have  before  this  Lady  known. 
Of  whom  Apollo  mention  made,  25 

In  what  he  to  the  Muses  faid  ; 
Nor  needs  there  trumpeting  or  drumming. 
To  tell  you  that  Vexation's  coming  ; 
Yet  ere  fhe  reaches  the  Stage-door, 

Allow  me  jull  to  ftcp  before,  3° 

And 
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And  as  the  ancient  Chorus  came, 
Give  you  the  outlines  of  this  Dame. 

A  TFelch  Attorney  was  her  Sire, 
A  thing  of  petulance  and  fire, 

Who  would  for  ten  pence  go  to  law,  35 

Then  either  make,  or  find  a  flaw, 
And  by  his  art,  and  his  delufion. 
Set  a  whole  parifli  in  confufion. 
For  plunder  ever  lying  wait, 

He'd  mortgage  thrice  the  fame  eftate,  40 

Would  take  a  bribe  on  either  fide. 
And  Juflice  and  the  Devil  defy'd. 

The  fpawn  of  this  intriguing  creature 
Was  like  her  Dad  in  mind  and  feature ; 
Rebellious  even  in  the  womb,  45 

She  fought  her  way  for  elbow-room, 

And 
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And  fo  difordcily  her  birth, 

The  fuffering  mother  funk  to  earth. 

This  child,  that  bad  might  ftill  be  worfe, 

Was  fuckled  by  a  bilious  nurfe,  50 

Who  for  the  breaft  whene'er  fhe'd  call, 

Plump'd  not  her  veins  with  milk  but  GalL 

A  crooked  fallow  thing  fhe  grew, 

As  artful  as  a  German  Jew  ; 

The  father  lov'd  her  next  his  pelf,  55 

In  her  he  faw  a  fecond  felf, 

And  when  that  awful  fummons  came. 

Which  only  could  his  rogueries  tame, 

He  left  this  darling  all  his  wealth. 

Together  fcrap'd  by  fraud  or  ileal th  ;  60 

With  which  fhe  blazon'd  up  and  down, 

A  rich  TFelch  Heirefs  on  the  town. 

But  having  pafs'd  her  youthful  days 

In  Mifchief's  dark  and  winding  ways, 

E'en 
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E'en  fordid  Int'reft  felt  afraid  65 

To  court  this  antiquated  maid  ; 

She  on  mankind  returns  the  flight, 

Purfuing  them  with  keeneft  fpite. 

The  public  prints  flie  daily  flains 

With  the  fliarp  venom  of  her  brains,  70 

By  fland'rous  paragraphs  and  flurs 

Tainting  the  pureft  chara<5lers. 

At  ev'ry  Rout  you'll  fee  her  betting, 

And  all  concern'd  with  her  a  fretting  ; 

She  makes  the  jyoungy  with  ftifled  curfes,  75 

And  ill-mark'd  fmiles  untie  their  purfes, 

Whilft  from  oici  Ladies,  fcarcely  able 

To  waddle  out  to  a  card-table, 

She  flily  fteals  away  the  Trumps, 

Till  difappointment  burfts  their  jumps.  80 

On  t\\Q  Jirji  night  of  a  new  play, 

She'd  fooner  die  than  be  away  ; 

5  Where 
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Where  circled  with  her  catcall  train, 
She  half  diftra£ls  the  Author's  brain. 
Oft  too  her  Gorgon  head  flie'll  pop,  85 

And  Critic  iit  in  Dodsley's  fhop, 
Wliere  half-fledg'd  Poets  new  on  wing, 
Who've  made  their  firft  attempt  to  fing. 
Hover  unknown,  with  anxious  ear 

Th'  opinion  of  the  world  to  hear  ;  90 

She  with  fharp  tongue  condemns  their  ftyle. 
Their  thoughts  how  coarfe  !  their  rhymes  how  vile  ! 
Her  fell  remarks  their  Genius  ftagger. 
And  ev'ry  pointed  word's  a  dagger. 
And  this  is  fhe  whofe  artful  pranks  95 

Makes  all  our  Lottery  Tickets — Blanks  ; 
Who  when  our  friends  or  kinfmen  die. 
Wipes  out  ih'  expeSied  legacy. 
And  gives  away,  to  wound  our  reft, 
The  place  long  hop'dj  tho'  ne'er  poftefs'd.  100 

Now 
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Now  the  new  morn  broke  truce  with  fleep, 
In  ufher'd  by  the  Ch'unney  Sweeps 
And  that  difcordant  found  Old  Cloathsy 
Croak'd  thro'  a  fnuffling  Hebrew  nofe  ; 
Sots  from  their  night's  debauch  home  ftrolling 
Stage-coaches  to  the  country  rolling  ; 
F^Jhwomen,  warm'd  with  Gin,  debate, 
All  tramping  quick  to  Billingsgate, 
Whilfl:  fifty  intermingled  cries, 
In  jargon  inarticulate  rife  : 
Fogs  and  black  fmoke  together  meet. 
As  they  would  both  difpute  the  ftrect. 
Agreed,  the  Atmofphere  they  {hare, 
And  their  dark  trains  cloud  all  the  air. 


The  Muses  look'd  around  them  yawning,  115 

They  ne'er  had  feen  fo  queer  a  dawning  ; 
Indeed  the  Nine  with  truth  might  fay, 
'Twas  the  burlefque  of  opening  day.-— 

H  Unlike 
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Unlike  at  home  what  cheer'd  their  fight, 

When  clofe  behind  retiring  Night,  120 

Aurora  from  the  Eaft  afcending, 

With  the  gay  playful  Hours  attending, 

Scatters  around  her  purple  rays, 

Till  all  creation  feels  the  blaze, 

Warm,  unimpeded,  and  ferene,  i^S 

They  gild  and  gladden  ev'ry  fcene. 

Th'  expanding  flowers  fliake  off  the  dew. 

And  fpread  their  beauties  to  her  view, 

Whilft  the  wing'd  Zephyrs  hov'ring  round, 

Brufh'd  the  rich  perfumes  from  the  ground,  i^O 

And  with  their  odours  mark'd  the  way, 

The  fplendid  track  of  orient  Day. 

Tho'  thus  fair  morn  to  thefe  fair  Maids 

Brighten'd  their  own  Aoni  an  fbades. 

Yet  they  had  krtCQ  enough  to  know  135 

In  London  things  could  not  be  fo  ; 

Where 
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Where  the  North  East,  o'er  kennels  blowing, 
Muft  be  more  ftinks  than  fweets  beftowing, 
Which,  wafted  from  clofe  courts,  dead  walls, 
And  murky  lanes  that  round  St.  Paul's  140 

On  Ludgate  Hill  aflail'd  their  nofes 

With  fmells,  unlike  the  fmell  of  Rofes. 

But  praftis'd  travellers  little  care 

Whether  or  well,  or  ill  they  fare. 

To  each  occurrence  patient  bend,  145 

Still  pufhing  forward  to  their  end. 

Apollo,  by  his  maid,  requefted 
To  know  how  his  nine  guefts  had  refted  ; 
Who  in  the  humbleft  terms  expreft, 
Her  mafter  was  both  fliav'd  and  dreft,  150 

And,  whenfoe'er  they  were  at  leifure. 
That  breakfaft  would  attend  their  pleafure. 
The  Muses,  all  alert,  defcended, 
And  on  his  tea-table  attended. 

H  2  This 
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This  country  (cries  the  pleafant  God)  155 

To  you,  dear  Girls,  muft  feem  but  odd  ; 

With  your  celeftial  frames  ill-fuiting  ; 

Here  life's  perpetually  recruiting, 

And  without  three  good  meals  a  day, 

Its  wafting  wheels  won't  keep  in  play  ;  160 

Let  me,  as  Dodlor,  then  advife. 

To  eat  the  moment  that  you  rife  ; 

See,,  I've  provided  you  good  ftulEng, 

Here's  Toafiy  and  Torkpire  Cahy  and  Muji?2, 

And  the  bejl  Tea  without  exception,  165 

Unmix t  2iX\A  free  fro?}i  all  deception,-^ 

This  bufinefs  over,  we'll  purfue 

The  fcheme  which  fo  much  intercfts  you. 

And  feek.  this  mifchief-making  Dame, 

On  whom  we  now  muft:  have  a  claimt  170 

Clofe  to  that  venerable  Hall, 
Where  fuitors  loud  for  juftice  call, 

Which 
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Which  in  old  times  old  Rufus  built, 

A  theatre  for  Truth  and  Guilt 

Whereon  Contention's  fcenes  to  draw,  175 

And  the  dull  pantomime  of  law, 

Stood  the  well-noted  habitation 

Of  this  great  Queen  of  Plots,  Vexation. 

It  was  not  for  the  firft  time  now, 
Apollo  made  this  Dame  his  bow,  180 

Having,  in  his  docSorial  ftation, 
Conferr'd  on  her  much  obligation. 
By  patching  up,  from  diflblutioHj 
A  fad  old  Devil's  conftitution, 

One  of  our  Lady's  Cater-Coufins,  185 

Who'd  cut  up  chara<fters  by  dozens, 
And  liv'd  as  naturally  on  flander, 
As  does  by  fire  the  Salamander. 


It 
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It  was  Vexation's  boafl:  and  pride, 
When  call'd  on,  ne'er  to  be  deny'd  ;  190 

And,  tho'  a  damp  to  joy  all  thought  her, 
Yet,  ftrange  to  tell !   moft  people  fought  her. 
She,  putting  on  a  femblance  hearty, 
Welcom'd  the  Dodor,  and  his  party, 
"Whilft  her  poor  brain  was  rack'd  in  vain,  195 

To  know  whence  came  his  beauteous  train  ; 
They,  in  return,  could  fcarce  forbear 
To  giggle  at  this  Beldam's  air  ; 
Two  vixen  eyes,  as  black  as  floes, 
Stood  centry  on  each  Cidc  her  nofe,  200 

"VA'hich,  near  in  contad:  with  her  chin, 
Caft  o'er  her  checks  a  ghaftly  grin : 
Her  back  and  fhoulders  out  of  place, 
Gave  to  her  form  no  added  grace  ; 
Yet  whift  kind  Nature  had  denied,  205 

By  Affed:ation  was  fupplied  3 

High 


CANTO    THE    THIRD.  55 

High  o'er  her  antiquated  head 

The  Oftrich'  waving  plume  was  fpread, 

Whence  ftreaming  lappets,  ribbands,  gaufe, 

Seem'd  to  infult  grave  Age's  laws,  2iO 

Whilft  round  her  fquat,  diftorted  waift 

A  fafhionable  Sap  was  plac'd, 

Making  one  grieve  the  Coral  too 

With  all  its  bells  hung  not  in  view. 

By  which  fpedlators  might  have  learn'd  2x5 

T\\2Xfecond  Childhood  was  return'd. 

And  Teen,  where  modifli  Folly  revels. 

How  much  it  all  diftindtion  levels. 

The  God  of  Verfe  with  ftrength  and  grace 
Unfolded  artfully  his  cafe,.  2-20 

Like  a  warm  advocate  repeated, 
How  ill  his  clients  had  been  treated. 
Their  patrimonial  Rights  invaded, 
Their  influence  fhook,  their  pow'r  degraded.; 

3  Then 
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Then  nain'd  the  Bard  vvhofe  rebel  f^Mrit  225 

Could  thus  their  jufl:  refentment  merit, 

Their  long-prov'd  fervices  deferting, 

To  be  with  old  Dame  Nature  flirting  ; 

Expos'd  the  viflonary  fchemes 

O'er  which  the  doating  culprit  dreams,  230 

Whence  he  is  deftin'd  foon  to  wake, 

Compleatly  dup'd  by  his  miftake. 

And,  Madam,  adds  the  God,  flnce  you 

Mifchief's  nice  ftratageras  purfue. 

Know,  while  his  Paramour  he's  praiflng,  235 

To  Her  a  Temple  he  is  rainng ; 

Your  fubtlc  arts  to  ours  then  join. 

And  crufli  his  profligate  deflgn.  ; 

At  the  bare  mention  of  the  matter, 
Vexation's  teeth  began  to  chatter,  240 

And  her  eyes  fuch  a  fparkle  put  on, 
Each  glitter'd  like  a  coxcomb's  button : 

Dodor, 
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Dodor,  fays  flie,  with  hand  and  heart 

I'll  in  this  bufinefs  take  a  part ; 

I  know  the  fellow,  to  my  coft,  245 

By  him  /  too  fome  power  have  loft  ; 

Men  of  his  even,  temp'rate  mind, 

To  Me  are  ever  difmclin'd  ; 

He  takes  a  pride  to  (how  me  flights, 

Still  cenfures  me  in  all  he  writes,  250 

Meets  me  with  contumelious  eye, 

Arm'd  in  his  tough  Philofophy  : 

Each,  like  Achilles,  hath  a  heel. 

Some  weaker  part  that's  fure  to  feel. 

And  in  his  Wifdom's  fpite,  I'll  teach  him  255 

Vexation  knows  the  way  to  reach  him. — 

I've  learnt  his  plan,  and  his  intentions, 

His  Building  feen,  and  its  dimenfions ; 

I've  plac'd  about  him,  One  whofe  art 

Shall  fteal  on  his  unguarded  heart,  260 

I  And, 
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And,  vvhllft  he  thinks  all's  rightly  doing, 

I'll  mark  this  Edifice  for  ruin. — 

He  may,  by  his  own  Fancy  fmittcn, 

Write  jokes,  as  he  before  hath  written  ; 

He  on  delufive  Tajle  may  call  *,  265 

To  decorate  his  defkin'd  wall, 

Bidding  it  fly  on  treach'rous  wing, 

And  on  each  fide  its  Graces  flmg. 

Whatever  he  has  faid  or  fung, 

The  Fool  fhall  find  himfelf\%  flung.  270 

O'er  the  whole  work  (its  fijre  perdition) 

I'll  fpread  a  Magick  Compofttion^ 

By  which  it  ne'er  fliall  dry,  or  anfwer, 

But  be  eat  out,  as  by  a  Cancer  ; 

Nor  here  fliall  the  Infedlion  flop  :  275 

Quite  from  the  bottom  to  the  top 
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The  Timbers  all  fhall  rot  and  flacken, 

Their  heart  decay,  their  furface  blacken  ; 

All  which  I  eafily  can  mafter, 

By  this  mod:  ivonder-workiiig  plaifler,  280 

Whofe  fermentation  and  rank  juice 

Shall  make  what's  done  of  little  ufe. 

Thus,  I  by  flow,  yet  fure  degrees 

Will  fliake  his  Building  and  his  Eafe, 

And  when  I've  tortur'd  ev'ry  feeling,  285 

Sudden  fliall  fall  tU  Etrufcan  deling ; 

The  ground  with  beauteous  fragments  ftrewing, 

Spreading  a  dufty  cloud  of  ruin, 

Whilft  the  fcar'd  Bard,  his  Child,  and  Wife, 

Shall  blefs  their  ftars,  They  fcap'd  with  life  j  290 

For  I'll  fo  manage  his  condition, 

A  hair  fhall  part  him  from  perdition. 

Faith,  cries  Apollo,  I  fee  clearly 
You'll  treat  this  Fellow  damn'd  feverely, 

I  2  To 
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To  render  ufelefs  his  expences,  395 

Then  fcare  him  out  of  half  his  fenfes ; 

For  me,  I  think  'twould  be  enough 

To  give  him  one  good  hearty  cufF; 

A  blow  from  you  but  rarely  fails; 

The  print  of  fweet  Vexation's  nails,  300 

In  all  great  inftances,  we  find, 

Leave  long-remember'd  marks  behind  : 

Befides,  beyond  a  certain  length 

Should  you  exert  your  art  and  flrength, 

You  know  that  Majiiff-like,  our  Laws  305 

Stand  grinning  with  their  wide-mouth'd  jaws, 

To fnarlj  and  tear  th'  infulting  hand 

"Which  dares  their  mighty  Growl  withftand  ; 

Tho'  fometimes  too  they  turn  and  bite 

The  very  man  that's  in  the  right.  310 

Now,  fliould  our  Culprit  in  diftrefs 

Seek  their  protedlion  and  redrefs. 

And, 
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And,  all  his  injuries  ftrongly  marking, 

Set  thefe  fame  legal  Dogs  o.  barking, 

Where  is  the  man  can  fay,  or  know,  315 

When  thus  attack'd,  how  things  may  go  ? 

Our  great  defign  may  burft  in  air, 

Andyouy  and  /,  like  ftuck-pigs  ftare. 

Therefore,  once  more,  my  dear  Vexation, 

Let  me  advifc  for — Moderation.  320 

What !  fays  great  Cambria's  fiery  Dame, 
Her  little  bullet-eyes  all  flame, 
What !  Do6lor,  don't  your  fniv'ling  fpirit 
Know  the  high  blood  that  I  inherit  ? 
Train'd  from  my  youth  in  ev'ry  art  325 

Law's  ftudied  Myjleries  could  impart. 
All  its  clofe  labyrinths  known  to  me ; 
My  poor  dear  Father  had  a  key. 
By  which  he  was  for  ever  finding 
Some  fecret  clue,  fome  tangled  winding,  330 

Where 
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Where  he  his  Adverfaries  mir'd, 

And  his  own  Clients  often  tir'd. — 

I  have  befides  a  certain  Jlight^ 

By  which  what's  black  I  fhow  as  nsDhitz  \ 

Nor  do  I  argument  e'er  lack,  335 

To  change  again  what's  white  to  blacli. — 

The  Law's  a  Vane  ftuck  on  a  pivot, 

It  turns  with  every  Wind  you  give  it ; 

You  think  it  blows  iox  you  its  beft, 

Its  chops  about  from  Eaft,  due  Vv'eft,  340 

And  at  its  motions  whilft  you're  looking, 

You  find  you  are  completely  took  in. — 

How  oft  you  hear  weak  people  cry. 

My  caufe  is  clear  in  the  Law  s  Eye  ! 

But  I  to  fuch  poor  fouls  could  hint  345 

A  Secret,  that  Law's  Eyes  hothf/^uint ; 

They  think  that  full  on  t/jem  they  play, 

Tho'  they  look  quite  a  different  way, 

So 
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So  hard  to  get  their  real  Focus, 

They're  aptly  call'd  Law's  Hocus  Pocus, —  350 

Therefore,  good  Mafter  Doctor,  ne'er 

About  this  Rebel's  anger  care  ; 

Sliould  he,  in  lack  of  Senfe  or  Wit, 

Prefume  to  ferve  me  with  a  Writ, 

On  his  unguarded  fide  I'll  try  35^ 

The  force  of  my  Artillery  ; 

Sue  in  what  Court  he  will,  I'll  match  him, 

And  ere  I've  done  I'll  furely  catch  him. 

Lord  help  the  Fool !   he  little  knows 

The  Devil  himfelf  can't  me  oppofe  :  360 

He'll  in  the  Hall  2.  Jfranger  roam, 

Vexation  there  is  quite  at  home  ; 

On  every  fide  I've  friends  by  dozens, 

And  half  the  Lawyers  are  my  Coufins. 

The  Muses  to  their  patron  God  365 

Wink'd  with  a  Hy,  familiar  nod, 

As 
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As  each  would  fay,  this  Lady's  ready 

In  our  juft  caufe  to  prove  mod  fteady. 

Apollo  twitch'd  his  wig  about, 

His  nobler  mind  had  yet  fome  doubt,  370 

He  knew  the  ties  which  held  Mankind 

Half  were  Jlip-knols,  tho'  half  wight  bind. 

'Twas  not  for  nothing  he  had  travell'd, 

Man's  artful  tricks  he  had  unravell'd, 

Had  feen  enough  to  make  him  certain,  375 

Things  oft'  were  mov'd  behind  a  Curtain, 

So  that  fharp  Eyes,  and  wifeft  Notions, 

Could  not  difcern  what  caus'd  their  motions : 

Hence  his  Reflections  fliow'd  him  clear. 

Law  was  compos' d  of  Hope  and  Fear,  380 

So  nicely  pois'd  th'  alternate  fcale, 

Jove  only  knew  which  would  prevail, 

'Twas  a  Tofs-up,  as  mortals  fay, 

The  Lucki  or  Cunning  of  the  day. 

2  Pond'ring 
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Pond'ring  thefe  matters  deep,  quoth  he,  385 

Juftice  and  Law  fhould  ftill  agree  ; 

And  what  fo  much  excites  our  wonder, 

Is,  they  fo  oft  ftand  wide  afunder  ; 

Crimes  were  by  Reafon  ever  meant 

To  feel,  proportion'd  punifhment,  390 

But  think  you  that  a  roving  fpirit 

A  fentence  fo  fevere  can  merit  ? 

Or  have  we,  Madam,  any  right. 

To  crufli  his  riling  Temple  quite  ? 

Befides,  fhould  you  employ  a  Friend,  395 

His  treacherous  Art  with  yours  to  blend, 

Tho'  I  once  lik'd  the  plan,  I  fear 

'T would  {hock  and  wound  the  public  ear. 

The  world  with  juft  abhorrent  eye 

Beholds  each  adl  of  Perfidy,  4-0 

Still  prompt  with  curfes  to  upbraid 

Ingratitude — or  Trust  betray'd — 

K  This 
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This  very  deed  will  blaft  us  all, 

And  We  fhall  with  the  building/^//. 

By  milder  methods  we  may  tame  him,  4c 5 

And  from  his  truant  fit  reclaim  him. 

Reader,  no  doubt  you've  fometimes  feen 
The  rapid  workings  of  the  Spleen, 
When  the  fharp  Bile  difturb'd  is  dropping. 
And  all  Good-humour's  veflels  ftopping,  410 

Curdles  "  the  Milk  of  Hufnan  Kindnefs,"" 
Darkens  the  fight  as  if  with  blindnefs ; 
Fermenting  upwards  from  the  Hip, 
Reddens  the  Eye,  and  Nofe's  tip. 

And  cafts  fuch  fliadow  o'er  the  face,  415 

Its  former  features  fcarce  you  trace  ; 
Juft  as  you  may  have  notic'd,  when 

Anger  diflorts  a  Ba7itam  Hen, 

Her  Form  quite  crumpled  up  together, 

Head,  Back,  and  Wing  one  tuft  of  Feather.  420 

I  So, 
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So,   in  Vexation's  fwelling  breaft, 
The  throbs  of  paflioii  were  confeft, 
Whilft  fhe,  with  looks  of  fcovvling  pride, 
Thus  to  the  God  of  Verse  reply'd. 

In  Physic,  Sir,  you  may  be  wife,  425 

In  Law,  your  knowledge  I  defpife  ; 
In  your  own  way  the  point  to  urge, 
You  know  that  Jalap\  fure  to  purge, 
That  Blijiers  irritate  the  fkin. 

Emetics  clear  the  parts  within  ;  43<> 

Now  Law,  by  me  infus'd,  fupplies 
Th'  effeds  of  thefe  three  Remedies^ 
Ading  as  each,   its  power  I  quicken. 
Make  it  work, — irritate, — and/c^^«; 
From  Term  to  Term  the  dofe  Fll  ply,  435 

Till  I  drain  all  his  Humours  dry. 
And  what,  perhaps,  may  ftill  be  worfe, 
Drain  too,  the  fubftance  of  his  purfe. 

K  2  To 
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To  prove  he's  hamper'd  by  Vexation, 

I'll  plague  him  with  an  Arbitration^  44.0 

To  compafs  which,  I'll  call  from  far 

The  influence  of  the  Polar  Star, 

T  ho'  its  weak  powers  can  little  adl, 

'Twill  ferve  my  purpofe  to  protradl  j 

By  pooreft  Tools  we  often  try  445 

To  gain  a  point,  then  throw  them  by, 

And  from  the  Law's  delay,  you  know, 

Far  more  than  half  its  evils  flow. 

But — greater  things  I  have  in  view, 

Than  what  I  now  declare  to  you  ;  4.50 

On  my  fagacity  recline, 

You  \i2iWt your  Nostrums,  I  have  mine  : 

Therefore,  good  Doctor,  reft  affur'd, 

Your  patient  fhall  by  me  be  cur'd. 

Apollo  took  his  hat  and  rofe,  455 

Here  let,  faid  he,  our  conference  clofe, 

Convinc'd, 
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Convinc'd,   I  to  your  guidance  yield, 

And  leave  you  iMiftrefs  of  the  field  ; 

To  give  thefe  injur'd  Damfcls  eafe, 

A£l  with  the  Culprit  as  you  pleafe.  460 

He  bow'd — Each  Mufe  with  fmile  ferene 

Curtfying,  flipt  on  her  Capuchin, 

And  one  by  one  all  fidlcd  out, 

Like  modifli  Ladies  from  a  Rout. 

To  LuDGATE-HiLL  once  more  return'd,  465 

Girls  !  you  of  Law  enough  have  learn'd, 
(His  Goc'fhip  cry'd);   I  think  'tis  clear 
Our  own  Astp^a  ne'er  dwelt  here. 
Or  if  flie  did,  T  ne'er  could  find 

She  left  her  righteous  Scales  behind,  47° 

By  which  invaluable  trcafure 
Man  might  to  Man  more  Juftice  meafure  ! 
For  fince  by  Vice  the  world  was  humbled, 
Wrojig  hath  with  Right  been  ftrangely  jumbled  ! 

5  The 
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The  Beldam  whom  we  lately  left,  475 

Tho'  of  all  principle  bereft, 

O'er  mortals  fways  with  fov'reign  Rule, 

And  plagues  alike  the  wife  and  fool, 

Can  turn  and  twift  things  as  {he  pleafes, 

Herfelf  the  worft  of  all  difeafes.—  480 

But,  Sisters  of  the  Lyre  \  no  more 

Your  Renegado  loft  deplore. 

By  me  convinc'd,  he'll  foon  return. 

And  with  the  zeal  of  Duty  burn. 

Law  and  Vexation  both  together  485 

May  raife  a  Tempcft  hard  to  weather ; 

They  may  co?7Joind  fulfil  their  aim. 

But  they  fhail  ne'er  hh  fpirii  tame  ; 

Myself  will  nerve  him  to  defpife 

Th'  Auxiliar  Blajls  which  round  him  rife,  490 

And  unprovok'd  their  force  unite 

T'  o'erwhelm  the  wretched  Culprit  quite. — 

The 
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The  ftonn  once  calm'd,  I'll  to  his  view 

Pidure  the  joys  of  Peace  and  You, 

Teach  him  no  more  his  hours  to  wafte  495 

With  faithlefs  Friends  in  frippery  tafte  ; 

Severely  fchool'd,  I'll  turn  his  eye 

From  where  his  mould'ring  Ruins  lie, 

To  fcenes  more  pleafmg,  which  belong 

Alone  to  Harmony  and  Song,  5^^ 

Where  to  regain  your  fmiles  intent, 

You'll  mark  him  a  true  penitent, 

And,  as  firft  off'ring  to  your  Grace, 

He  pall  IN  Verse  record  his  Case. 

From  ev'ry  apprehenfion  eas'd,  505 

Seeing  each  Muse,  like  Punch,  look'd  pleas'd. 
Your  buiinefs,  quoth  Apollo,  done, 
My  race  of  Quack'ry  now  is  run. 
And  therefore  with  the  morning  light 
We'll  to  Parnassus  take  our  flight ;  510 

But, 


y2  THE     DISTRESSED     POET. 

•But,  as  I'm  quite  fatigu'd  with  talking, 
If  my  Back-parlour  you'll  juft  walk  in, 
We'll  have  a  little  fniig  regale 
Of  Cheshire  Cheefe,  and  Burton  Ale; 
'Twill  comfort  your  celejiial  cXiOTps^  515 

And  make  you  Girls  all  fleep  like  tops. 
Yet  now, — as  we'll  be  off  by  fix, 
On  my  Shop-door  a  Bill  I'll  fix  : 
My  La?tdlord's  clamour  to  prevent, 
I'll  on  the  Counter  leave  his  Rent ;  520 

My  Pills  and  Gallypots  may  flay, 
They'll  ferve  the  PariJJ:)  Rates  to  pay  ; 
Faith,  I'd  leave  England  in  my  fhirt, 
Ere  let  my  Frolics  one  man  hurt. 

What  multitudes  would  have  been  flaring,  525 

To  fee  thefe  Folks  fet  out  their  Airing, 
Had   but  the  How  and  Whe?i  been  known 
To  half  the  Idlers  of  the  Town  1 

The 
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The  Houfes'  tops,  each  Church  and  Steeple, 

Stuck  round  with  eyes,  had  fwarm'd  with  people :  530 

But  quite  conceal'd  from  public  view, 

Incog,  their  Highmjfes  withdrew, 

An  ambient  cloud  their  perfons  coated, 

And  filent  through  the  air  they  floated. 

Upborn  to  regions  far  more  clear,  535 

Beyond  this  murky  Atmofphere, 
Their  Forms  all  chang'd,  each  feem'd  to  fhine 
Replete  with  Majefty  divine. 
Cutting  acrofs  th'  etherial  Blue, 

Their  cloud  ailum'd  a  filv'ry  hue,  *  540 

Unfurl'd  its  wavy  folds,  and  fliow'd 
The  Opal  Car  on  which  they  rode  : 
Central  appear'd  the  Delphic  God, 
Twin'd  round  his  brows  the  Laurels  nod. 
Bright  in  immortal  youth  he  glow'd,  545 

Adown  his  neck  his  ringlets  flow'd, 

L  And 
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And  vvliilfl;  his  eye  fhot  forth  bis  mind, 

Upon  his  Lyre  his  hand  rcclia'd, 

Jiach  Mus:.  in  various  robes  array'd, 

The  embk:n  of  her  Rule  difplay'd  ;  550 

Graceful  a  ound  fat  all  the  Band, 

Nor  Fidioi's  pow'r,  nor  Sculpture's  hand. 

E'er  lovelie.  pid:ur'd  Beauty's  Queen, 

Than  thcfe  fair  Virgins  now  were  feen. 

Light  mov'd  the  gallant  Troop  along,  555 

Not  without  Converfe,  Wit,  and  Song, 

And  with  their  Frolic  much  delighted. 

Safe  on  Parnassus'  Top  alighted.-— 

Celestial  Maids  !  as  'tis  from  You 
I'm  taught  my  Errors  paft  to  rue,  560 

As  you've  \\ih  Jiety  Trial  fent 
To  make  me  a  true  Penitent ; 
Since  your  Confederates,  as  appears. 
Have  fhook  my  Houfe  about  my  ears, 

7  Nor 
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Nor  yet,  to  folace  my  difafter,  565 

Left  me  one  inch — oi Jlicking  Plaifter, 

Since  you  by  Law  have  drain'd  my  purfe, 

And  brought  me  back  from  Pi'ofe  to  Verfe^ 

Give,  in  ret  jrn,  your  Infpiration, 

To  turn  the  balance  'gainft  Vexation  ;  57a 

Let  my  Good-humour  ftill  remain, 

To  prove  her  fhafts  were  fliot  in  vain ; 

By  You  enabled  thus,  I  ftill 

May  write, — to  pay — fny  Lawyer  s  BilL 

THE        END. 
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